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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Based off an epic RP with my bestie, Nonnymouse. 


The l-10 was empty at four in the morning. Jerry had been summoned to the station a little over an hour ago. 
They had gotten through questioning the witness and now it was his job to babysit the kid He had gotten a 
good look at his passenger before they left the station Younger than him but definitely not in diapers 
anymore, he was shorter than Jerry, too. He had blue eyes a shade or two darker than Jerry's and short, 
brown hair. His clothes were the latest trends and appeared to be expensive labels. Not that Jerry knew what 


was trendy or expensive. 


Now, they drove in silence for the last half an hour or so. The kid was restless. He shifted in the passenger 


seat, chewed his nails, and attempted to fiddle with the radio until Jerry shot him a look. He reached into the 


backseat and pulled his duffel bag into his lap, scrunched it up some, and then jammed it between his head and 
the window, letting out a sigh as he leaned against it and closed his eyes. 


Jerry huffed through his nose, reaching up to scratch his head under his beaten-up straw cowboy hat. "Just 


another half hour or so." 


The kid turned his head without lifting it from his makeshift pillow and mumbled, "Kay." 


Jerry rolled the window down a couple of inches and then took out a pack of Marlboro Reds from his jacket, 
along with a silver Zippo lighter. He took one out and lit it before dropping the pack and lighter into the small 


console above the gear shifter beside him. 


“Thank fuckin’ god. Can | have one of those?" the kid asked as he picked up his head. 


After giving him a menacing look, Jerry handed him the pack and lighter. 


He took a cigarette from the pack and lit it, cracking his window an inch and then returning the pack and 
lighter to the console. "Thanks." 


Jerry stole another look at the kid and then kept his eyes on the dark, flat road in front of them for several 
minutes. Finally, he spoke again. "Uh, when we get to the motel," he shifted in his seat and took a drag on his 


cigarette. 


The other man looked at Jerry expectantly. "Yeah?" 


"It would be better if if ." He rolled his eyes at himself. "It would look better if we're a couple. When we 


check in" 


The other man seemed to choke on the drag of the cigarette he just took, biting back a bark of surprised 
laughter. "You gotta be fuckin kidding me." 


"If they find you, they're more likely to check the double rooms and leave the singles alone. They wouldn't think 
you and | would be .." Again, he shifted and turned his attention to flicking ash out the window. 


"Don't worry, old man. You're not my type.” 


"Clearly. lm not rich." 


The other man shot Jerry a glare. "Yeah. That's the reason" 


Jerry muttered under his breath. "Kinda the only one guys like you have got these days, ain't it? What the 


hell's your name again?" 


The other man didn't respond but continued to shoot daggers at Jerry. 


They drove in silence for another few minutes before Jerry took the exit and then turned into the parking lot 
of a rundown motel. The asphalt was cracked everywhere and weeds were shooting up through the cracks. 
There seemed to be an abandoned, old, school bus in one corner. There were two other cars in the lot, parked 
in front of a couple of rooms. Those rooms had lights on behind the drawn shades but the rest of the motel 
seemed to be dark. Jerry parked the car closest to the office. 


"Don't get out yet" 


"No problem," the other man replied as he looked at the hotel with disdain, taking the last drag of his cigarette 
and then tossing the butt out the cracked window. 


Jerry got out and looked around as he crossed in front of the car and then opened the passenger door, 


offering his hand. 


He glanced at the hand offered to him, rolled his eyes, and took a calming breath before he slipped his hand 
into Jerry's and got out. 


With an almost genuine-looking smile, Jerry said, "Don't forget your bag" He brushed his thumb over the 
younger man's and spoke quietly. "Just relax. Don't talk unless someone addresses you directly. Pretend you're 


really sleepy." 


He looked down at his hand in Jerry's and then back up at him. "Yeah, okay." 


Jerry took him to the trunk of the car, again looking around as he opened the lid and took out his own 
overnight bag. Then Jerry brought him into the office, giving the old woman behind the desk that same genuine 


smile. "Hi there! We've been driving for hours and my poor baby is tuckered out. Can we get us a room?" 


The overly friendly tone of Jerry's voice surprised the younger man and rather than show it, he leaned his 
head onto Jerry's shoulder and gave the woman a tired smile, bringing his free hand across his body to clutch 


at Jerry's arm. 


The old woman glanced at the younger man for a brief moment but spend a considerable amount of time 
studying Jerry. Under her scrutiny, Jerry continued to smile, leaning his head into his companion's and even 


turning to place a quick kiss on the younger man's hair. She finally turned to pick up a key. 


‘Oh, can we get a room on the second floor?" Jerry quickly asked. "We, uh, you know, we plan on sleeping a lot 


but who knows? When this one wakes up and has a lot of energy .." he trailed off with a little chuckle. 


She grumbled something under her breath and reached for another key. Before giving it to Jerry, she 
wordlessly slid a registration form across the counter toward him. After he quickly filled it out, she raised an 


eyebrow and spoke in a rasp. "Mr. Black? That'll be fifty bucks." 


As the kid beside him gave an Oscar-worthy yawn, Jerry took out his wallet and handed the woman two 
twenties and a ten before he snatched up the key. "Thanks." He put his arm around the kid's shoulders and 
steered him out of the office, keeping it around him as he climbed the stairs and again looked all around them. 
"See the second staircase? That's the one you need to use if they find you. They'll be coming from the office 
so they'll use the closest. You use the farthest. Understand?" 


The younger man looked around as well. When he spotted the second staircase on the far side of the walkway, 


he nodded. "It's Greg. My name is Greg." 


Jerry opened the door to room 212. "In you go. Greg." 


Greg shuffled into the room and looked around with a deep frown. He placed his bag down on the bed and 
watched as Jerry closed the door and then turned the deadbolt and slid the chain in place. Then Jerry moved 
the small table in front of the door. 


"Huh. This ain't so bad," Jerry said as he turned around and looked at the room. "Oh, there's a tub." 


There was a large tub in the far corner of the room. The tiles on the floor were brown and Greg wasn't 
certain they started out that way. The floor under his feet was a teal shag carpet to match the musty teal 
floral bedspread on the queen-sized bed. He could see the sag in the mattress under the bedspread. Next to 
the bed, there was a teal leather loveseat. Across from the bed was a low chest of drawers with a small 
television and even smaller microwave on top of it. And next to that was a small refrigerator. He crossed the 
room to look in the bathroom and quickly came out. "There's a shower in there, at least. l'm gonna use it and 


then try to get some sleep." 


Jerry grunted his response as he pulled the shades closed. He heard the lock switch on the bathroom door 
after Greg closed it. Jerry took his jacket off and hung it on the back of one of the chairs and placed his hat 
on top of the jacket, hanging off the corner of the chair. He grabbed a pillow off of the bed and dropped it on 
the small loveseat. Then he sat down and pulled off his well-worn black cowboy boots, sighing as he wiggled his 
toes. He leaned over, placing his head on the pillow and curling his 6'2" body onto the loveseat. Jerry picked up 
the remote control and turned the TV on, finding a baseball game. When Greg opened the bathroom door and 


crossed the room wearing only a towel around his waist, Jerry's eyes followed him. 


Greg unzipped his bag and groaned as he took out one pair of jeans, two worn-out t-shirts, and two pairs of 


boxer briefs. 


Jerry smirked to himself and said out loud, "Dodgers are losing again 


Greg turned to glance at the tiny TV but said nothing. Instead, he turned back to his limited wardrobe. He 
dropped his towel and picked up a pair of briefs, slowly pulling them on. He paraded in front of Jerry as he 
took his towel back to the bathroom. When he came back, he stopped in front of the older man, purposely 
blocking his view of the baseball game. "Can | get another smoke?" 


"Good idea," Jerry mumbled, still trying to recover from the surprising effect Greg's naked body had on his 
own body. He stood up and went over to his jacket, taking out the soft pack of cigarettes and the lighter. He 
peered into the pack and counted what he had left, mentally calculating how long that might last him now that 
this kid kept bumming them. He handed Greg the pack and the lighter. While Greg lit his cigarette, Jerry took 
his shoulder holster off. He took his firearm out of the holster and checked it over. 


"Uh, do you have to do that right next to me?" 


‘It ain't gonna bite you, kid.” 


Greg's mouth fell open around the cigarette and then he turned and went to the bed, sitting down with his 
back to Jerry. 


Jerry snickered quietly as he took the Glock back to the loveseat with him, sliding it under his pillow. He sat 
down again and tried to focus on the Dodgers but could hear Greg's ragged breathing. He muted the TV and 


asked, "What's going on over there?" 


"Just smoking my fuckin cigarette." 


"Well, do you think you could keep your shit together? I'm trying to watch this game." 


Greg growled. "Are you fuckin’ serious?" He whipped around and those blue eyes were flaring. "I just saw 
someone get killed. Maybe that's a normal occurrence for you but it ain't for me. Excuse me for not wanting 


to be around your fuckin’ gun right now." 


Jerry returned Greg's stare with one of his own. "Ain't the gun that killed ‘em. That gun," he pointed at the 


pillow. "Is here to protect you." 


"Like you give a shit" 


"Wouldn't be here if | didn't." 


"Whatever." Greg stood up and crossed in front of Jerry again, entering the bathroom and flushing the toilet. 
He reappeared without his cigarette butt, crossing again to the bed and climbing into it, pulling the bedspread 
up to his chin. 


"Kid?" 


Greg growled again and hissed, "What?!" 


"If | fall asleep, you better be here when | wake up." 


Another growl was the only response Jerry got. 


After a minute or two, Greg rolled over and propped his head up on an elbow. "How often do you have to do 


this? Babysit someone like me? You clearly don't wanna be here." 


"It's been a while." 


"| couldn't have guessed. Look, I'm not an idiot. I'm not just gonna wander off without you. Even though that's 


exactly what I'd like to do right now.’ 


"Never said you were an idiot. People just have second thoughts sometimes.” 


"You didn't say it but you sure seem to think it" 


"You have no idea what | think, kid" 


"Whatever." Greg flopped back down. "I'm not a kid. | have a name." 


After a pause, Jerry replied, "It gets easier, Greg." The tenderness in his voice surprised himself and he quickly 


unmuted the television to watch the game again. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Written from an epic RP with my bestie, Nonnymouse. 


Jerry quickly entered the room, quietly closing the door behind him and turning the deadbolt with his free 
hand. His other hand held two paper cups of coffee, one stacked on top of the other, and a small paper bag 
clutched between two fingers. He glanced at Greg still in bed before he put the coffee cups and bag down on 
the table. 


Greg immediately sat up and rubbed his eyes. "Oh, shit. ls that breakfast? I'm fuckin’ starving." 


"Well, the store is down the street. Have at it" Jerry smirked to himself as he folded the tab back on the lid 
of one of the cups. He took a sip and then took off his jacket. 


Greg rolled his eyes as he got out of bed and crossed the room, picking up the other cup and folding back the 
lid before he sniffed it. 


Jerry couldn't stop himself from glancing down at Greg's shorts. He quickly turned his attention to the paper 


bag and took out a foil-wrapped, hot sandwich. "There's another one in there for you." 
"Oh, nice. What kind?" Greg hurried to pull the sandwich from the bag. 


"Bacon and egg," Jerry replied as he took his breakfast to the loveseat where he picked up the remote and 
turned on the TV, clicking through the channels until he stopped on ESPN. 


"Nice, thanks," Greg murmured as he unwrapped the sandwich and took a big bite. 


Jerry sat back on the loveseat and ate as he watched Sportscenter. 


Greg stayed by the table. "So, how long do you think I'm gonna have to be here?" 


"Until the trial, where you'll testify." 


Greg choked on the sip of coffee he just took. "Are you fuckin’ kidding me? Here? With you? When do you think 
the trial will be?" 


"Like being here with you is a trip to paradise for me, huh, kid?" He shrugged. "No idea when the trial will be. A 
couple of months, probably." 


‘Oh, my god," Greg groaned. He looked down at his shorts. "Okay, as soon as we're done eating, | need to find a 


store.” 


Jerry gave him a look before he took a drink of coffee again 


Greg took another big bite of his sandwich and then pulled his duffel bag onto the bed, holding his sandwich in 
his mouth as he unzipped it. 


Jerry watched him for a moment, eyes traveling down Greg's solid legs and back up to his firm and perky ass 


before he caught himself and labored to return his attention to the TV. 


The younger man pulled on a pair of his jeans, hopping a couple of times to pull them up over his ass. "I'm 


gonna need more clothes." 


"Not in the budget" 


"I am not wearing the same pair of jeans and two shirts for the next couple of months. Besides, | have my own 


money." 


"The only place around here is a Walmart in the next town over." 


Greg groaned. "OF course." 


Jerry shoved the last bit of his sandwich into his mouth and then spoke with his mouth full, "Whats wrong 
with Walmart, fancy pants?" 


"Walmart is trash. It sells trash, it puts other places out of business, and it treats its suppliers like shit" 


With pursed lips, Jerry nodded. "Yeah, but | like them rotisserie chickens they make." 


"Whatever," Greg mumbled as he sat down next to Jerry to put his shoes on 


"Suppose it would be smart to buy some food to keep in here." 


If this town isn't big enough for a fucking Walmart, I'm guessing there's no decent place to eat, either." 


Jerry turned to look at Greg. "Don't get used to this little field trip, kid. This ain't a vacation. You ain't gonna 


come and go." 


‘I'm aware," Greg replied flatly. "Can we go?" 


Jerry continued to gaze at Greg as he took a slow sip of coffee. 


Greg stood up and began to tap his foot, placing his hands on his hips. 


He looked down at Greg's foot and took another sip of coffee. 


Greg started for the door. "I'll meet you down in the car." 


"Do not open that door." 


Greg reached for the door handle. 


"Stay right there." Jerry finished his coffee before he clicked off the TV and stood up, reaching for his jacket. 


The younger man sighed as he drummed his fingers on the handle. 


Jerry stepped up behind Greg, close enough to feel the other man's body heat, and placed a hand against the 


door. "Do you want to make it to this trial or am | wasting my time?" 


Greg turned his head to the side, not quite looking back at Jerry. "I'm here, aren't |?" 


Jerry's tone softened. "Then don't go outside until | make sure it's clear." 


Greg sighed and pushed back against Jerry's chest. "Go ahead." 


Jerry looked down at the other man as he moved around him, opening the door just enough to poke his head 
out and scan the stairs and the parking lot below. "Okay," he said as he opened the door wider and stepped 


out. 


Greg followed him out and waited while Jerry pulled the door closed. 


"It won't always have to be like this." 


Greg reached for Jerry's hand, which made the older man raise an eyebrow. As he walked with Jerry, Greg 


asked, "You mean after the trial?" 


"After the trial, depending on how it goes, you can do whatever you want. | mean here. Once | feel comfortable 


here and learn every inch of this place. That doesn't mean we might need to go somewhere else, though, at 


some point.” When they reached the car, Jerry opened the passenger door with a smile. "In you go, baby." 


He gave Jerry a sweet smile, even going so far as to touch his cheek before he got into the car. 


As Jerry crossed the front of the car, he glanced at Greg, again shooting him a smile. He got in the car and 
took a longer look at his passenger. "Ya okay over there? Look a little green" 


"Just trying to get used to the paranoia" 


"In this case, it's a good thing to feel that way. Keeps you on your toes. But I'll do whatever it takes to protect 
you. Remember that." 


Greg held Jerry's gaze for a long moment before he lowered his shoulders and took a deep breath and then 


nodded. "Thanks." 


Jerry backed the car out of the parking spot and turned onto the street. They drove in silence for a few 
minutes until Greg turned his head to study Jerry's profile. "How'd you get this job? Watching me, | mean?" 


"Just my latest assignment.” 


"Okay, then" Greg looked out the window for a moment before he turned again and switched on the radio. "Do 


you mind?" 


Jerry glanced down at Greg's fingers on the knob and then shook his head. 


Greg turned the turning knob this way and that, frowning at each station that rose up from the static. 


Find the country station. We are going to Walmart." 


The younger man smirked as he turned the knob a bit more until he found a Johnny Cash song. 


"Nice." 


Greg nodded along with Folsom Prison Blues. 


Jerry glanced at him and raised his eyebrows as he pulled the car into the Walmart parking lot. 


"What?" 


‘Im just ..surprised, | guess. Pegged you for a Coachella kid or something." 


"Not quite as one-dimensional as you thought, huh?" 


"Stay there," Jerry grunted and got out of the car. His head swiveled back and forth, taking in his surroundings 
as he crossed behind the car and opened the passenger door. He offered Greg his hand. 


Greg's lips curled as he glanced at Jerry's hand. "Gotta keep up the act, huh?" 


"Never know who's watching." 


"Okay." He shrugged and took Jerry's hand, getting out of the car. 


Jerry smiled brightly and grunted through his gritted teeth, "Do you have any idea how much this hurts my 


face?" 


"You're allowed to be grumpy. We're at Walmart." 


Jerry kept his grip on Greg's hand as they entered the store and he looked around. "Woman at nine o'clock 
doesn't like what she sees. Guy at two o'clock does.” 


Greg smirked and dropped his gaze to the floor. 


He grabbed a cart with his free hand and steered it in front of Greg. "Wanna push the cart or will you be too 
busy with the couture?" 


Greg rolled his eyes and dropped Jerry's hand in order to take the cart in both hands. "Ill take the cart. | 


doubt there's anything remotely acceptable for me in menswear.” 


"What about a pair of Wranglers?" 


"You're shittin' me, right?" 


Jerry's bottom lip jutted out as he looked down at himself. "What's wrong with Wranglers?" 


Greg's glance followed Jerry's. "I mean they look fine ..on you. But they're not my thing. Much like everything 


else in this store.” 


As they passed by the women's lingerie section, Jerry couldn't hide his stare. 


"Subtle," Greg remarked with a snicker. He lightly smacked Jerry's chest. "What happened to ‘never know who's 


watching?" 


"Just cause they sell them as women's doesn't mean it's always women that's wearing them." 


Greg's smirk grew deeper as he looked Jerry up and down. "Well, well, detective. Not as boring as | thought:" 


The corner of Jerry's mouth twitched as he adjusted his hat. "Trust me, kid. I'm sure l'm still pretty boring to 


someone like you." 


"Obviously," Greg replied as he steered the car into the men's section. "I guess it's plain t-shirts and crappy 


jeans for me." 


Jerry picked up a trucker cap with a mud flap girl on it. "This looks like something you'd like." 


Greg glanced at the hat, immediately wrinkling his nose but as he studied it, he said, "H's actually not that 
bad." He took it from Jerry and tossed it in the cart. 


"| need to find me more drawers." 


"Drawers," Greg repeated with a snicker. Then he mimicked Jerry, "I need to find me more drawers." He 


grabbed a package of white v-neck tees and dropped it in the cart before also grabbing black ones. 


Jerry picked up a package of black boxer briefs and added it to the cart. "| assume you want to hit the ladies’ 


section before we leave, fancy pants." 


Greg sighed as he looked through a stack of Wranglers. "Honestly? Yeah." 


As they moved on, Jerry picked up a Hawaiian shirt off a rack. 


"Aren't we trying to be inconspicuous?" 


"| wear these all the time." 


"Mm, | bet you do." Greg raised an eyebrow and made a show of looking Jerry up and down, 


He put the shirt back on the rack and then picked up a white t-shirt with a cats face on it, not bothering to 
look for Greg's reaction and immediately adding it to the cart. 


"| need to find me some drawers now." 


"Make sure you get some lacy ones. Not that you're be showing them off to nobody anytime soon" 


Greg gave him a long, sideways look and murmured under his breath, "Detective Cowboy likes boys in lacy 


drawers." 


"What makes you say that, kid?" 


"Why else would you suggest | get lacy underwear? You're the only one who's going to see my underwear for 


a while." 


"I just assumed that's what you liked. | don't give a damn what kinda drawers you wear." 


"And why would you assume that?" 


Jerry looked Greg up and down. "| detected it” 


"Hope you're not always this shitty at your job." Greg raised his eyebrows as he reached for a package of 
plain boy shorts. 


Jerry huffed and picked up a red lace thong. 


Greg ignored him as he read the size chart on the package and decided to get a size bigger. He put that 
package in the cart and then looked at Jerry. He pressed his lips together as he looked from Jerry's face to 
the thong and back again. "You're fuckin’ joking.” 


"What?" 


"Food" Greg started to steer the cart away. 


Jerry stepped in beside him. "You really should get the thong. To keep up our cover." 


"How do | request a new babysitter? One who doesn't make inappropriate comments.” 


"How is that inappropriate? We're supposed to be a couple?" 


"What does that have to do with what kind of underwear | buy? You've been trying to put me in lacy thongs 


since we walked in the damn store. Enough, huh?" 


Jerry opened his mouth to fire back when he stopped. He dropped his head slightly to hide under his hat. 


"You're right. l'm sorry.” 


Greg stopped also and stared for a moment. "Thanks. Now, let's get some food and get outta here." 


As Jerry picked out things like donuts and TV dinners, Greg tried to find healthier options like fruit and 


vegetables. Jerry insisted on two boxes of ice pops. 


"Hey, uh, will you buy me some cigarettes? | don't want them to ask for my ID" 


"Yeah, | planned on getting a carton, anyway." 


"Okay, cool. Thanks." 


As Greg pushed the cart toward the front of the store, Jerry placed his hand on his lower back, guiding him 
to the checkout aisle with the cigarette case. When Greg opened a cooler and grabbed a bottle of Coke, Jerry 
said, "Shit," he glanced at the waiting cashier and added, “Babe. That's what we forgot. | don't think we have a 
lot of water left at the house." 


Greg played along. "Oh, you're right, honey. | forgot all about it. There should be enough left to last a few more 
days. We can get it next time." 


Jerry gave him a sweet smile before he turned to the cashier. "Can | get a carton of Marlboro Reds, too?" 


When the cashier turns her gaze to Greg, he put his arm around Jerry and said, "I keep trying to get him to 
quit" 


Jerry laughed softly and wound his arm around the younger man. "I'm down to cigarettes and donuts. Your old 


man has to have some fun" Under his breath, he added, "Besides that." 


The cashier smiles. "Don't be so hard on him. Quitting's really hard." 


"I know," Greg murmured as he rested his head on Jerry's shoulder. "I just wanna make sure he's around for a 


really long time." 


Jerry kissed Greg's hair. "Don't worry, sugar. | ain't goin’ nowhere." 


The cashier looked like she could shed a tear at any moment as she turned and unlocked the case, taking a 
carton out. After she scanned them and the rest of their purchases, she gave Jerry the total, pointedly 
looking at him. 


Greg took a few crumpled-up bills from his pocket and tried to hand them to Jerry. 


"Your money's no good with me, cutie.” Jerry took his wallet out and handed the cashier some cash of his own 


As they walked toward the car, Greg hissed from behind his smile, "This is fuckin’ exhausting." 


"You're allowed to be grumpy. We're at Walmart." 


"You're an asshole." 


Jerry grinned and shrugged. 


"Can we go? All your TV dinners are gonna melt" 


‘Oh, shit. And my ice pops. Get in!" Jerry took the cart from Greg and opened the trunk. He quickly piled the 
bags in and then returned the cart to the corral. After he got in and started the car, he gave Greg a long 
look "What's wrong with you?" 


"Where should | start?" 


As he backed out of the parking spot, "Start wherever." 


"| think seeing someone shot and killed is enough to put me in a bad mood, isn't it? But then | have to be stuck 
in this fuckin’ place with you." 


"Seeing that must have been terrible. You're right. I'm sorry, Greg. And I'm sorry you're stuck here -with 


me-. But it will only be a couple of months and then it will be over." 


Greg mumbled, "Thanks." 


Jerry rolled the car to a stop at a red light and turned to look at Greg. "I keep scaring off new partners and 


my captain is pissed at me." 


Chapter Three 


Greg whipped his head around, squinting as if he wasn't sure he heard him correctly. "Oh. Is, uh, is that why 


you're stuck with me?" 

Jerry nodded, glancing at the light and slowly pulling the car through when it turned green 
"So the captain gets pissed when you keep scaring off new partners?" 

He nodded again "At least | assume that's why he's always pissed at me” 

"| dont think you're that scary. Grumpy as hell, but not scary’ 

"Well, | ain't tryin’ to get rid of you" 

Greg's lip curled. "Good to know." 


As he pulled the car into the motel's parking lot, Jerry noticed a car that wasn't there when they left. He took 
the room key from his pocket and handed it to Greg. "Go straight up to the room and lock the door behind 


you." 


Greg bit his lip as he looked at the new car for a moment and then back at Jerry, clutching the key in his fist. 
"Should | take any of the bags?" 


"No. Go, baby. Now." He held the younger man's gaze for a half second, giving him a little nod. Then, as Greg 
turned to open the car door, Jerry unbuckled and got out, immediately walking back to the car's trunk, and 


glancing around. 


Greg got out and kept his head down as he crossed to the staircase and ran up them, looking down at Jerry 


once before unlocking the door and slipping inside the room. 


Jerry started to whistle the first thing that came to mind, which must have been the last thing he heard in 
the car: Kiss An Angel Good Morning. He took his gun out of the holster at his armpit and turned the safety 
off, putting it on the top of the shopping bag with their clothes in it. After the gathered the rest of the bags, 
he picked up that one and then closed the trunk lid with his elbow. Still whistling, he looked around as he 


climbed the steps and casually strolled to the room. With a smile in his voice, he called out, "Open up, sugar." 
The door swung open and Greg stepped aside, daring to glance outside. "Is it good?" 


"All good, baby," Jerry replied as he kicked the door closed. "Bolt it and slide the chain" He put the bags down 
on the bed and noticed Greg's hands shaking as he slid the chain into place. "Hey, hey. Its okay. You're okay. | 


was just being careful." 


"I know, but you got me all .." He sighed. "Just freaked out" 
"Sorry, that's the way it's gonna be for a while." 


"I know, | know," Greg growled. "Just just give me a second" He moved away from the door and rubbed his 


hands over his face. Then he started pulling things out of the bags and putting them away. 

The air in the room was thick with a tension that would not let up. Greg seemed to have withdrawn. He was 
stretched out on the bed, nose buried in a magazine he picked up at Walmart. After a while, he grumbled and 
stuffed another pillow behind his back "This is fuckin’ boring!" 


Jerry hummed in response as he shoved his hand into his bag of Cheetos, his eyes glued to the paperback 
book in his other hand. "Huh." 


Greg grumbled again as he threw the magazine down on the bed beside him and rolled over to pull open the 


drawer on the nightstand. 

Jerry hummed again. 

"| need a pen" He got up and went to the dresser, opening each of those drawers. 
"In my bag, there's a pen and notepad." 

"Oh. Uh, you don't mind if | go in your bag?" 


“Course not. Babe." Jerry grinned and shot a quick glance at the younger man, He stuffed another handful of 
Cheetos in his mouth. 


"There it is. Thanks." Greg was careful not to dig around too much but found the pen and notepad in one 


corner of Jerry's bag. 

"Sure." He returned his attention to his book and was quiet for a few moments before he huffed. "Huh." 
Greg had started a crossword puzzle. He lifted his head to look at Jerry. "What?" 

He showed Greg the cover of his book. "It's about dudes." 

The younger man narrowed his gaze and then erupted in laughter. 

His lip curled in a smirk as he went back to reading. 


"Wait." Greg continued to giggle. "What did you think it was going to be about?" 


"| don't know. A western" 


"Jerry, with a cover like that? | mean there's a ridiculously ripped, half-naked guy on the cover. | mean it 


screams gay." 

Jerry shrugged and held the book out toward Greg, "You wanna read it?" 
"Maybe. You let me know how it is 

"lil dog-ear the spicy parts’ 

Greg went back to his crossword puzzle, playfully shaking his head 


"You can read one of the other ones | picked up. I'm gonna be a while with this one." He snickered under his 


breath 

Greg put his crossword down again. "Can | ask you something? Something personal?" 
"Go for it" 

"Are you, like, completely out? To all the other cops and everyone?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"You're gay, right? Does everyone you work with know?" 

"Why do you think Im gay?" 

Greg's eyebrows shot up. "You're not?" 

Jerry shrugged. "Sometimes. 

"Oh! Okay. So do they know you're sometimes gay?" 

"Probably" 

"Okay. Okay, cool" And he went back to his crossword, grinning as he stole a glance at Jerry. 
"What about you? Part-time or full-time?" 


"Definitely full-time." 


Jerry nodded and started to say something else but reconsidered, 

"Something else you want to know?" 

He slowly put his book down and stood up, taking an ice pop from the freezer. "Want one?" 
Greg shook his head and took out a cigarette instead 


Jerry opened the ice pop and threw the wrapper away. He turned and leaned against the dresser, gazing at 
Greg. 


Greg lit the cigarette and took a drag, keeping his stare on Jerry. 

Finally, he said, "I want to ask you about that night. Do you think you can talk about it?" 

He took another drag on the cigarette and blew the smoke out. "I can try. What do you want to know?" 

"Who was at the home with you?" 

"Just my boss and Jessica" Greg's eyes softened. "Do you know if she ..? They wouldn't let me see her." 

Jerry shook his head. "I can find out" 

Greg swallowed and nodded. "Please?" 

He stuck the ice pop in his mouth and used two hands to open his bag and take out the few articles of clothing 
to lift the flat part at the bottom of the bag. He took out a smaller zipper bag. Jerry opened it and took out a 
mobile phone. He took the ice pop from his mouth. "Listen to me for a minute." 

Greg looked away for a moment, then cautiously turned back to look at Jerry. "Okay." 

"This is a burner phone. You're familiar with them, I'm sure. They can still be traced but only if they're left on 
and if the call is longer than thirty seconds. Nobody at the department knows where we are and | want to keep 
it that way. | don't want to find out you used this and put us both in danger. ls that clear?" 

Greg quickly nodded. "Yes, sir." 

Jerry quickly finished the ice pop and threw away the stick He turned the burner phone on and dialed a 
number, putting the phone to his ear as he checked the time on his watch. "Hey, Mike. Yeah. Listen, can you 
tell me the status of the girl, Jessica, from the Minakakis murder?" He held Greg's stare as he listened. "Okay. 


Don't worry about it. We're good. I'll call again in a few days." He ended the call and turned the phone off. "lm 


sorry. 


Greg's brow knotted as he turned away, taking a slow, shaky breath. 


Jerry put the phone away and then sat down beside Greg. "You're gonna help put them away. | know it won't 
bring back the people that you cared about, but it might help you sort some shit out in your head." 


He nodded and stubbed out the cigarette in the ashtray. 

Jerry gently patted his knee and then stood up, returning to his station on the loveseat 

"Thanks. Anything else you want to ask me about?" 

Jerry's smile was gentle. "Nah, not tonight. Tomorrow's another day: 

In the morning, Greg grumbled as he got out of bed, wiping a sheen of sweat off of his naked chest and making 
a face when he looked down at his hand. He glanced at Jerry, who was curled up on the loveseat, snoring 


softly. He crossed to the air conditioner under the window and turned the knobs, trying to turn the unit on. 


Jerry snuffled and rolled onto his back, extending one leg over the arm of the loveseat while the other foot 
rested on the floor. 


Greg cursed under his breath as he made his way to the bathroom. 
With a snort, Jerry quickly lifted his head. "Greg?! Greg?!" 
"Bathroom." 


"Thank fuck" Jerry sat up and scratched his head. He rubbed his hand over his bare chest and groaned, 
"Ugh." He slowly stood up and shuffled over to the air conditioner. 


"Yeah, | couldn't get it to work" Greg walked up behind him. 


Jerry turned to look at the younger man and started to focus on the air conditioner again when he did a 
double take, glancing down at Greg's chest. Something stirred deep in the pit of Jerry's stomach. 


"Its hot in here!” Greg whined. 
"Hang on," Jerry mumbled. He turned the knobs and gave the unit a hard smack on the side, then he noticed 
the cord. "Oh." He pulled the cord from the electric outlet and pushed the ground reset. "Here, it's got one of 


them reset things." Once the machine kicked on, Jerry set the temperature at a cool 68 degrees. 


Greg shrugged as he ripped open a box of Pop- Tarts. 


Jerry moved on to the coffeemaker, taking the small glass carafe and turning to the bathroom to fill it with 
water. "You want coffee?" 


"Sure. We should have picked up two cheap mugs instead of using the paper ones all the time. You know there 
ain't no housekeeping here to get more. And we should get more Coke." 


Jerry came back and poured the water into the machine before setting the filter and coffee grounds. "You just 


trying to get me to go back to Walmart so you can get them underwears this time?" 

Greg rolled his eyes. "No. Im trying to get you to go back to Walmart so lm not stuck in here all day" 
Jerry lit a cigarette, "We don't have to be stuck in here. We can go use the pool’ 

"| dort have sunscreen" 

He squinted at Greg 


"What?" 


Jerry dropped the pack of cigarettes and watched the coffee drip. "We ain't going to Walmart every fuckin’ day 
just to keep you entertained. Read a book." 


"| don't wanna read your sleazy book. Oh! Where's the closest library? 


"There are a couple others you can pick from. And l'm not convinced you don't want to read the cowboy one. | 


thought you liked cowboys." 

Greg pursed his lips as he stared at Jerry. "Why would you thirk that?" 
"It was the nickname you gave me." 

“Again, what makes you think | like cowboys?" 


"Fine, don't like cowboys. Whatever." He poured coffee into two cups and offered one to Greg and then turned 
the lock and slid the chain off, opening the door and taking a slow step out to the railing. 


"Where are you going?!" 
"Just out here. You can come out. It's safe." 


"| mean we're both in our shorts ...” 


| don't mind if you don't" Jerry grinned as he dropped his gaze to Greg's boxer briefs. When the younger man 
didn't move, Jerry lifted his gaze to Greg's face. "You're scared" 


"Hell yeah, I'm fuckin’ scared” 


| know you won't believe me when | tell you this. One day maybe you will. But trust me. | won't let anything 
happen to you." 


Greg held the older man's stare as he took a tentative step outside and then moved to the railing beside 
Jerry. 


"Would you feel more comfortable if we were further away from LA?" 
"Maybe. Probably." 


"Okay. l'Il give that a think" Jerry took a drink of his coffee and then pushed off the railing. "I'm gonna grab a 
shower. Why don't you come back inside? And we'll go back to Walmart, but just today. Got it?" 


Greg smiled. "Got it. Thank you." 

"IIl be five minutes." 

"You can take longer than that" 

Jerry raised his arm and sniffed at his armpit. "You saying | stink?" 


"No, | ..| mean | have no idea what you smell like, but if you were sweating like | was this morning, you may 


need it." 
"Okay. Six minutes." 


Exactly six minutes later, Jerry emerged from the bathroom in a clean pair of shorts and a towel wrapped 


around his head. "I had a thought." 
"Just the one?" Greg smirked to himself. 


Jerry ignored him and continued, "We can go a few hours north. Can't leave California, but | might know a 


place." 


Chapter Four 


Greg draped a towel over the back of one of the beat-up, plastic lounge chairs and then surveyed the pool as 
he adjusted the waistband on a new pair of his boxer briefs. "This actually doesn't look too bad | expected it to 
be all fuckin’ nasty or something." 

Dressed in a pair of plain, navy blue shorts and his cowboy hat, Jerry slid a pair of Wayfarers on and sat 
down at a patio table in the shade. He set down his paperback and his cigarettes. He chose a chair where he 
could keep his eye on Greg, and the expanse of the fenced-in pool and parking lot. 

Greg dipped a toe into the water to test the temperature and shrugged as he glanced back at Jerry. Then he 
very gracefully dove in Jerry gasped and sat up straight, craning his neck to try to see into the water, 


holding his breath as he waited for Greg to surface. When he did, Jerry let out the breath in a relieved sigh. 


He swam to the edge and wiped the water from his face, shooting Jerry a grin. "Oh, man! This is the perfect 


temp. It's not warm like piss water and not too cold, either." 

"Enjoy." Jerry returned the kid's smile. 

"You could come in" 

"lm good" 

Greg shrugged and pushed off the edge of the pool, moving to float on his back. 

He sat back and lit a cigarette, watching Greg's every move from behind his sunglasses. Jerry's eyes zeroed in 
on his wet chest and moved down to the small pool of water gathered on Greg's stomach. He shifted in his 
chair and quickly reached down to adjust himself. 

Greg smacked the water and splashed around as he abruptly stood up in the shallow end. "This is so boring!" 
"Want the book now?" 

"No! | want my phone!" 

"We both know that ain't gonna happen” 

Greg tilted his head. "I know," he murmured and then he spoke louder. "You have to entertain me." 


With a snort, Jerry laughed. "Baby, the only thing | HAVE to do is keep you alive.” 


The younger man closed his eyes and tilted his face up toward the sun. "Why do you keep calling me baby?" 


Jerry gulped. "Oh. Do 1?" 
"Yeah. And not just when we're around other people." 
"Bad habit, | guess. My part ..l guess | picked it up from someone | knew." 


"Work partner or life partner?" Greg asked he pulled himself out of the pool and stretched out on the lounge 


chair. 


Jerry gathered up his things and moved to the lounge chair next to Greg, hooking a foot behind the leg of the 
chair and dragging it closer to Greg's. "Work." 


Greg opened one eye and turned his head toward Jerry. "Your work partner called you baby?" 


Jerry settled on the lounger, propping the back up and turning to face Greg. "He called everyone baby or babe." 
He laughed. "Even the captain 


Greg asked in a slow, gentle tone of voice, "What happened?" 


Jerry lit a cigarette and turned to look at the pool, watching the crystal-clear water twinkle in the sunshine. 


"He died Two years ago. 
"Was it work?" 

Jerry nodded 

"What was he like?" 


He turned to look at Greg again, his lip slowly curling into a grin. "He was an idiot. But he was good at bringing 
out the best in people. He made people comfortable. Was always there to help." 


Greg smiled and held his two fingers out, indicating he wanted Jerry's cigarette. "And now you can't keep a 


partner ..because none of them are good enough?" 


His smile slipped off of his lips as he looked down at Greg's fingers, giving him the half-smoked cigarette. 
"Something like that." 


Greg took a drag. "We can talk about something else." 


Jerry didn't even realize he had picked up the pack of cigarettes and took another out. As he lit it, he asked, 
"Did you love him?" 


"Fuck, | was thinking we'd talk about the weather or something." 
"Talking about Dave - that was my partner - made me realize this wasn't just a case to you. I'm sorry." 


Greg's lips curled slightly, gazing at Jerry. "I don't know. | suppose in some way, | did. He was good to me and to 
Jess. He made sure we were always safe." 


"l'Il make sure you're safe." 

"I believe you." 

After a long moment of silence, Jerry sat up. "Shit! OF course!" 

Greg quickly sat up, too. "What?!" 

| know where we can go." He stood up and took his hat and plopped it on Greg's head. He dropped his 
sunglasses on the chair and then jumped into the pool. When he popped back up and flipped his wet hair back, 
he swam to the edge by Greg's feet and asked, "Ever been to Tahoe?" 

Greg let out a surprised laugh. "Yeah, once a long time ago. Isn't it a long drive?" 

"Seven hours or so from here. But that's the beauty of it" He pulled himself out of the pool and stood there, 
dripping. He watched Greg's eyes travel down his body and back up. And then Jerry quickly grabbed another 
towel and wrapped it around his waist. 


"Yeah ..yeah .." Greg murmured. "Far away would be good" 


Jerry shook his head hard, spraying Greg with water. He picked up his sunglasses and put them back on, 
settling onto the lounge chair again. 


Greg held up his hands and yelled. "Hey!" He laughed. "So this is what it looks like when you're in a good mood, 
huh?" 


‘I'm always in a good mood. What are you talking about?" And his grin was smug. 
"Those were good-mood grunts on the way out of LA the other night?" 
"Mmhmm." 


"Right" Greg put his cigarette out and rolled over, putting one hand on top of Jerry's hat to keep it on his 
head. He rested his chin on his folded arms. 


Jerry watched him, a small smile on his lips. "We should leave tonight. Maybe just after dark" 


"Fine with me. Can't say I'll be sad to leave this place." 


"Besides its proximity to the city, | don't see what there is to dislike about it. | mean at least you get to sleep 
in a bed" 


"Who said you couldn't sleep in the bed?" Greg asked without looking at Jerry. 
"Now you tell me. Where were you on that two nights ago?" 

"Happily asleep in bed" 

"Brat." 

"Takes one to know one." 


Jerry erupted in loud laughter. "I think that's a new one for me. Asshole, prick, motherfucker, sure. Brat? 


Never." 

Now, Greg turned to look at Jerry. "But you don't deny it" 

"Coming from you, the crown prince of brats, I'll take it as a compliment.” 
Greg's smile grew wider. "Crown prince of brats. | like that." 


Jerry stared at Greg for a long moment before turning his head and quietly clearing his throat. "I should ... 
maybe | should get some Zs if I'm gonna be driving all night" 


"Yeah, okay." Greg rolled over and sat up. "I can drive, too, you know." 
'Like I'd let you drive my baby. 

"Now the car is ‘baby,’ too? That car?" 

"Jealous? And what's wrong with that car?" 


Under his breath, "Whats right about it?" Greg gave him a sugary smile. "Don't worry. | don't think | could 
drive something that old, anyway." 


Jerry laughed again "You're a little shit. You know that?" 


Greg shrugged and started for the stairs. 


Gathering up the cigarettes and his book, Jerry paused to watch Greg slowly climb the stairs, glancing back at 
him. When the younger man turned around again, Jerry quickly adjusted the front of his shorts. He caught up 
to Greg as he reached the top of the staircase. He took his hat back and put his arm around the kid's waist, 
speaking loudly. "Come on, baby. Lets go in, out of the sun" As he unlocked the door, he told Greg, "Don't 
worry. | put my gun in my shorts before we came down. We're safe." 


His mouth fell open but nothing came out. Instead, Greg just shook his head as he passed Jerry into the room. 


Jerry closed the door and locked it. "Dave had a cabin in Tahoe. | can't believe | didn't think of it before. | still 
have the key. Nobody else knows about it. | don't think” 


"Is it nice?" 
"Its ..nicer than this." He took a clean pair of shorts from his bag and started for the bathroom. 
"That's not saying much." 


Jerry emerged from the bathroom in his clean shorts and then sat down on the edge of the bed. "Ugh, so 
soft. Like a cloud" 


"It doesn't take much to please you, does it?" 

"You have no idea," Jerry replied as he fell back against the pillows, folding his arms under his head. 

"Gonna take a shower." 

Jerry closed his eyes but he couldn't fall asleep. There was too much going on in his head. He heard the 
bathroom door open and Greg shuffling across the room. "Can | ask you something about your arrangement 
with Minakakis?" 


"Sure." 


Jerry could feel Greg's closeness. He opened his eyes to find the younger man standing on the other side of 


the bed. "The girl. She was with him, too?" 
"Jessica. Yes." 
"And you were close to her? You didn't feel jealous? She didn't, either?" 


Greg's face screwed up as if the idea of him being jealous of Jessica was a completely ludicrous notion. "She 
was my best friend. Like a sister.” 


Jerry quickly sat up. "Oh, baby || didn't ..'m sorry." 


With a sigh, Greg gave Jerry his back, sitting on the edge of the bed. "It wasn't like that. Dimitri was different. 
Lots of guys he did business with had ..you know ..sugar babies. Dimitri was the only one with a girl and a 


boy." 


"How long would it have been before he let you go? Fired you for a younger ‘companion?’ What was your plan 


for when that day came, Greg?" 


"He was gonna pay for us to go to college. He had babies before us, and that's what he did for them. Some 


came back to work with him, and some moved on" 


"You didn't mind that that .." And Jerry seemed to remember himself. He shook his head. "You know what? 
Forget it" 


Greg turned his head. "No, what were you going to ask?" 


"| know this is hard to believe, coming from a motherfucker like me and all, but | believe in love. In passion. And 


| just don't think | understand your willingness to trade your body for whatever he offered you." 


"You could look at it like he was using me, but you would also have to agree that | was using him. But it wasn't 


that.. black and white or.." He scowled. "We cared about each other." 

| can see that" 

Greg's smile was genuine as he turned his body to look at Jerry fully. "I guess it's like how some people get 
Together and it's the old-fashioned, love story type of thing, and some people are polyamorous or swingers or 
whatever." 


"lm old-fashioned, | guess. Not that it really matters anymore." 


The younger man did something completely unexpected. He reached across the bed and put his hand on Jerry's. 
"Nothing wrong with old-fashioned." 


They drove through the night, leaving the motel behind a little after seven and arriving in Tahoe at 2 am. 
Jerry turned the car off and gently shook Greg's shoulder. The kid had slept most of the way. "Greg. We're 


here." 


Greg started, jumping and gasping as he opened his eyes and tried to get his bearings. "Where the fuck are 


we?" His voice was still thick and gravelly from sleep. 


Jerry found himself stroking Greg's shoulder in an effort to soothe him. "It's quiet but its not exactly the 


middle of nowhere. We can walk to the village from here." 


"Cool." Greg glanced at Jerry's hand on his shoulder. "Let's, uh, lets check it out” 


He pulled his hand back and dug into his jacket pocket, pulling out a single key on a keychain with a small troll 
doll with pink hair. "Why don't you go unlock the door and I'll grab our shit?" 


Greg reached for the key but stopped when he eyed the troll. "Really?" 
"Is good luck" Jerry smiled. 


Shaking his head, Greg took the key and got out of the car. It was cold, much colder than it had been in LA. He 


shivered and hugged his arms around himself as he looked around. 

Jerry got out and went to the trunk. He started to open the lid when he noticed Greg hadn't moved. "Hey, on 
second thought, come back here and get some of your stuff. Too much for me to carry." When Greg stepped 
up beside him, Jerry saw something swimming in the younger man's eyes. "Hey. We're okay. We're four 
hundred miles away. We're safe." 

Greg bit his bottom lip and nodded as he picked up his duffel bag and a bag of the food they bought at 
Walmart. He stepped up onto the small, wooden porch of the A-frame cabin and shifted the bag to his other 
hand before he unlocked the door and pushed it open. He stepped inside and squinted. 

Jerry followed him with the rest of their things. "Light switch is on the right” 


He flicked on the light and stepped deeper into the small kitchen, putting the bag of food down on the counter. 
Jerry kicked the door closed and set everything else down 


After he plugged in the refrigerator, Jerry said, "| gotta go turn the water on, too." 
Greg nodded as he hugged his arms around himself again 

"There's a wood stove in the living room. Let me build a fire for you." 

Greg's lips twitched as he nodded. "Yeah. It's fuckin’ freezing in here." 


Jerry lightly rubbed Greg's shoulder as he passed. "The bedroom's upstairs. You can go back to sleep if you 


want." 
"Maybe after it warms up in here a little." 


"ll get us nice and toasty in no time." Jerry winked before he started on the fire. 


Chapter Five 


While Greg went upstairs to have a look around, Jerry brought in an armload of firewood and set to work, 
building a fire. He stacked the firewood in the wood stove and stuffed crumpled newspaper between the logs 
and then used his lighter to light the paper. 


Greg came down the spiral staircase with a blanket around his shoulders. "I like the spiral stairs. Cute. But | got 
a little claustrophobic looking at the bathroom up there." 


"The one down here isn't much bigger but at least | don't have to hold in a piss while | wait for you to do ... 


whatever it is you do in there that takes forever." 
‘Only one bed? Again?" 


"Yep. Let me go turn the water on. There's probably some dry goods in one of the cupboards and a kettle 
around somewhere. Wanna make some tea? That'll warm you up." Jerry slowly straightened and reached for 


his lower back as he groaned. He took a flashlight from a kitchen drawer. "I'll be just a minute." 
"If a bear attacks you, you're on your own," Greg told him as he stood in front of the fire. 
"A bear ain't got nothin’ on me, kid." 


Greg grinned and shook his head. After another minute of getting warm, he found the box of tea bags and 
kettle. 


Outside, Jerry walked around the house to a small, enclosed storage area. Inside, he found the main switch for 
the water pump and threw it on. When he returned inside, Jerry took off his jacket and unbuckled his holster, 
setting it down on the table. "I'm fuckin beat" He lit a cigarette and pulled an ashtray closer. 


Greg turned on the kitchen faucet and waited while it sputtered and then filled the kettle and put it on the 
stove, lighting the burner. "Does the couch fold out at least?" 


"Yeah." Jerry took a long drag on his cigarette and slowly blew out the smoke. 


"Is it comfortable?" 


"Better than that tiny-ass couch | was on" 


Greg lit his own cigarette. He stood by the table, waiting for the kettle to heat up. "The bed upstairs is pretty 
big. We could probably both sleep in it" 


"| don't think that's a good idea." 


"Suit yourself" Greg shrugged. 


‘| want you up there." 


The younger man smirked as he turned back to the kettle when it started to whistle. 


"IFs safer." 


Greg said nothing as he dropped two tea bags into two mugs he found in a cupboard. He poured the boiling 
water over them and brought them to the table. 


Jerry sat back and looked Greg over from head to toe. After a moment, he said, "Must be used to that sort 
of thing, huh?" 


'| bet you were, too" Greg smirked as he sat down across from Jerry. "Back in the day." 


With a huff, Jerry said, "Back in the day?" 


Greg's smirk remained in place as he picked up his mug. He gently blew on it to cool the tea down a bit. 


Jerry picked up his mug. "Thanks for making the tea" 


"You're welcome. Thanks for bringing me up here. | feel more relaxed already." 


| can tell. | wish | had thought of it sooner.” He looked down at his fingers on the mug's handle. "It's been a 
long time since | thought about Dave." 


"Oh. Were you and he ... 


"No," Jerry laughed. "He was full-time straight. Had a wife and kids. And definitely not what I'd be into." He shot 
Greg a look that said clearly that he was what Jerry would be into. 


Greg grinned as a flush spread across his face. He stubbed out his cigarette. 


Jerry's voice dropped a bit as he looked down, into his tea. "I haven't seen Jordyn and the kids since the 
funeral." 


"Were you all close?" 


With a nod, Jerry replied, "Yeah, pretty close. Sunday afternoons, football and dinner." 


"They must miss you.” 


Jerry tilted his head as he stared across the table at Greg. 


"Sorry" 


Affer a moment, he seemed to snap out of it and took a sip of his tea. He put the cup down and turned his 
head to stare at his reflection in the window. 


‘lm sorry, Jerry. | can ..| can take my tea and finish it upstairs. Il let you get some sleep." 


When he looked at Greg again, his eyes were moist. "lm sorry, baby. I'm okay. It's okay." 


Greg reached across the table and his fingertips touched Jerry's hand. "I bet it's warmer in there." He tilted 
his head toward the living room where the stove was. "Wanna go see?" He pulled his hand back and picked up 
his mug, getting to his feet: 


Jerry nodded and picked up his tea to follow Greg. 


"| like this coffee table. Pretty unique.’ 


"He said he made it out of pallets in his garage the first time he was assigned a house at Pendleton. And that 
chair," he pointed at a ratty, old recliner. "He found on the side of the road" 


"What's Pendleton?" 


"Marine base." 


"Oh: 


"Yeah, Jordyn wouldn't let him keep the chair at their house." 


"Is that where you were, too? Did you meet Dave in the Marines?" 


"No. No, we didn't meet there. | was uh, all over. | did my training at Parris Island and then ..I've been around” 


He gave Greg a tight smile as he sat down next to him on the couch. 


Greg studied his face and slowly nodded. "You were .." 


"Around" 


Greg nodded, seeming to understand what Jerry wasn't saying. 


He sighed and sat back deeper into the couch, lifting his feet to the pallet coffee table. "I'll call in tomorrow. 
Anything you want me to ask about?" 


Greg's brow knotted and he shifted, seeming to lean away from Jerry. "There's something ..| didn't tell you 
something about all of this before." 


"Okay." 


"Um, the thing is ..1 know who did it. | know him." 


Jerry pulled his legs off the coffee table. "Do | need to call them now?" 


"No! | mean ..| already told them. | just didn't tell you." 


"If you already told the lead investigator -" 


Greg quickly cut him off. "No, | know. But | want to tell you." 


"Okay." 


He took a sip of his sea, seeming to stall. "There was a guy ..| was with him. We were together. Too long. It 
started to go downhill and | didn't handle it well. Then this opportunity with Dimitri came along and | took it. I.. 
broke up with him. He was mad. He got involved with someone Dimitri already had problems with.’ Greg stared 


down at his mug. "I think ..! think Ben was trying to kill me. Not them. Or maybe all of us." 


‘Oh. Oh, wow, Greg." He brought his arm around the younger man and pulled him close. 


Greg clung to Jerry's side. "Can you just ask if they found Jessica's family? She, um, she wasn't really close to 


them but .." 


He rubbed the younger man's shoulder. "I'll find out" 


"And um, maybe if they found Ben yet?" 


"Definitely. What about your family, baby?" 


"What about them?" 


"Won't they be worried about you?" 


"Nah. Burned that bridge a while ago." 


"Ah. Kinda had a feeling." 


Greg lifted his head. "Why? Because good little boys from good families don't run off to LA to find sugar 
daddies?" 


"Bingo." 


Greg leaned back with a bitter laugh. "Hate to break it to you, but it wasn't like that at all. There's nothing 
wrong with my family. We just weren't that close." 


"Okay," Jerry took a sip of his tea 


"What about your family?" 


"Pop and my brother and sister live in Oklahoma." 


"Ah, that's where the cowboy comes from.’ 


Jerry smiled, maybe even blushing a bit. 


"I've never been to Oklahoma. ls there anything there?" 


"Oh, yeah. It's beautiful. My family has a cattle ranch." 


"Damn. Legit cowboy.” 


Jerry laughed. "Keep that up, and l'm gonna have to call you a liar." 


"A liar? Why?" 


"Cowboys are totally your kink. Its fine. Your secret is safe with me." 


"You say that like a person can only have one kink" 


"That's not what l'm saying at all.” 


Greg smiled as he leaned back into Jerry. They sat quietly for a long few minutes, listening to the fire crack 
and pop. When he finished his tea, he set the mug down on the table. "If you're not going to come upstairs 
with me, l'm gonna go to sleep." 


"Greg .. 


‘| meant for you to sleep too, old man" He drew away from Jerry and slowly stood up. He held his hand out 
for Jerry's empty mug and when Jerry handed it to him, Greg picked up his mug and took them both to the 
kitchen. "Good night. And ..thank you again for bringing me up here." 


After a restless night on the fold-out couch, Jerry took a long, hot shower and made coffee. He brought in 
more firewood and built the fire up. Then he took to reading his book for a while until Greg finally came down. 


"Lets get breakfast in town and then we can get some groceries." 


At a booth in the crowded Driftwood Cafe, Jerry wiped his mouth with a napkin and pushed his empty plate an 


inch or two away. "God, that was good. | had no idea how hungry | was." 


Greg happily moaned as he chewed his last bite of blueberry pancakes. "So good. | was afraid we were gonna 


have to try to make breakfast with whatever was left in the cabin" 


"We can pick up real food to cook now that we have a full kitchen Do you like to cook?" 


"| mean | can. A little," Greg laughed. "But sure, | like messing around in the kitchen" 


Jerry's eyes widened as he slowly smirked, reaching for his hat on the bench beside him and putting it back on 


his head. 


"You know what | meant." He pulled on a large cardigan sweater and fastened the four oversized buttons and 


then stood up. "I need to find some warm clothes. This ain't cutting it." He raised his arms and flapped the long 


sleeves a couple of times. 


Jerry stood up also and looked Greg over. The navy blue sweater came down to his knees and Jerry had to 
admit, he looked adorable. "You know, | thought maybe that was Dave's sweater but the more | look at it, | 
think it could have been mine." He dropped a few bills on the table and then picked up the check. "And it looks 


good on you. Now let's find us your favorite store. Let me ask where the Walmart is." 


Greg grinned as he followed Jerry to the cashier. "Did you say | look good? And we are not going to Walmart. 
Why would we do that when there are all these wonderful stores right here? | mean that is why you brought 
me here to this „what was it called again? The Shops at HEAVENLY?" 


Jerry paid the bill, smiling at the cashier. "Are any of these stores even your style, baby?" 


"| guess we'll just have to see, won't we? Babe." 


He took the change from the cashier and then put his arm around Greg, playfully sighing. "Whatever baby 
wants, baby gets." He steered Greg to the door and then opened it for him. 


"You're very good at being a sugar daddy. Did you know that? You should seriously consider it. You'd make a 
boy very happy." 


Jerry shook his head. "Get going.” 


With a giggle, Greg went to rub his hands together and had to push the sleeves up a little first. "Where should 
we go first? Oh, look There's a Patagonia. We can save that as a last resort." 


Jerry nodded. "Mmhmm. Patagonia Of course." 


Greg stopped in front of a store called Sealed With A Kiss. He read the sign, "Our motto, ‘Life is Foreplay, 
embodies our belief that life is fun and our relationships make our lives. Cute clothes, but that sounds like 
some pumpkin spice latte, basic white girl shit" 


Jerry laughed. "I'm pretty glad that life ISN'T foreplay.” 


"Oh, yeah? Why is that?" 


"I encounter a lot of people in life that | don't necessarily want to take part in foreplay with," Jerry said, and 


then added in a lower voice, "And some that | do." 


Greg blushed and murmured, "Fair enough." He started to walk again. 


Jerry continued with him. "Why do you think life is foreplay? And if life is foreplay, what's the main event? 
Death?" 


"IFs just like.. you're always testing the waters, feeling people out, you know? | think you're taking it a bit too 
literally." 


"Ah, | see. Maybe we have different definitions of foreplay.” 


"Apparently." Greg started to say something else when another storefront across the street caught his eye. 
"That looks promising.” He took Jerry's wrist and pulled him along as he crossed. He still held Jerry's hand as 
he pulled the door open and stepped inside, looking around. "Yes, | think | can work with this." 


Jerry made a face as soon as the scent of patchouli hit his nose. He was definitely out of his element here. 
Around him were shelves of crystals, tarot cards, incense, and candles. Deeper into the store, he noticed racks 
of sweaters and pants and dresses. Some kind of new age, mystical music played softly in the background. 


"Thought you said you wasn't a Coachella kid” 


"| never said that. We could pick up a couple of those candles and maybe a wall hanging or two and redecorate 


the cabin" 


"Like hell" Jerry muttered and pulled his hand free. He picked up some little mosaic trinket box as an excuse 
because he really just needed to break contact with Greg for a moment before it overwhelmed him. "It's not in 


the budget." He put the box down, following Greg into the clothing area. 


"You're giving off bad vibes, dude." 


"My vibes are just fine." He pulled out a hanger and held it up. "What the fuck are these things?” 


"They're called harem pants. Super comfortable. Kinda let everything just hang" Greg laughed. 


Jerry raised his eyebrows and started to push the hanger into Greg's hands but decided to hang the pants 
back up. 


Greg shook his head but couldn't help grinning. Then something else caught his eye again and he hurried off 
while Jerry struggled to put the pants back on the crowded rack. 


"Slow down" 


Greg had two sweaters in his hands when Jerry caught up to him. "What do you think? This one," he held up a 


purple cropped sweater. "Or this one?" He held up the same style of sweater in black 


Jerry wrinkled his nose and knotted his brow. "Where's the rest of ‘em?" 


"Oh, the purple for sure!" A tall, thin boy with blond dreads and a nose ring approached. "I'm Micah. Can | start 
a dressing room for you?" He glanced at Jerry but his smile widened when he turned his attention back to 


Greg. 


Greg handed him the purple sweater. "Yes, please." 


With another glance in Jerry's direction, Micah took the sweater. "No problem. Let me know if | can assist in 


some other way." 


After he walked away, Jerry leaned in toward Greg. "Well, he takes advantage of the employee discount, doesn't 
he?" 


Greg giggled and gently elbowed Jerry in the ribs. "Be rice." 


"lm always nice." 


"You're never nice." He flipped through another rack. "He was kinda cute, wasn't he?" 


Jerry snorted. 


"Jealous?" Greg teased as he pulled out another black sweater. 


‘lm not jealous. I'm just doing my job." 


| haven't seen you snarl at anyone else today. The waitress, the cashier, and even the guy across from us 
who asked me for our salt shaker. Now, you're doing your job?" He piled two more sweaters and a sherpa 


jacket over his arm. "| suppose you want to go to that western store next door?" 


"Maybe." Jerry pulled out a charcoal grey cardigan and held it out toward Greg. 


"Oh, you like that one, Detective?" He took it from Jerry and added it to his pile. "Good eye." 


"Might like it on you." 


Before Greg could react to that, Micah returned "Take those from you?" 


"Yes, please. And | think l'm ready to try some things on" Greg handed off the pile of clothes and started to 
follow Micah. 


"Don't know how you're gonna stay warm with all them half-sweaters you picked out," Jerry mumbled as he 


followed. 


"Don't you worry about me, cowboy." 


Jerry wound his arm around Greg and playfully snarled in his ear. He grinned when Greg's breath caught. 


Micah swept a heavy curtain aside. "Here you go." 


"Gonna let me try stuff on alone or do you think you need to come in?" Greg looked up at Jerry. 


After he held Greg's stare for a moment, he replied, "I should come in" 


"Yeah. Yeah. It's your job, right?" 


"Right." He gave Micah a look as he pushed Greg into the little fitting room and then snapped the curtain closed 
behind him. 


"O-okay. Just ..let me know if you need a different, uh, different size or something." 


Greg looked at Jerry with wide eyes. "You're so mean! You're gonna give that kid PTSD or something!” 


Jerry's face dropped "Don't say that. Don't say PTSD like that.” 


The younger man studied Jerry's face again. "You're right. lim sorry." He briefly touched Jerry's chest, giving 
it a soft pat, before he turned and took off his sweater and the black t-shirt he wore under it. He could feel 
Jerry's eyes raking him over as he took the purple sweater off the hanger and pulled it on. "What do you 
think?" 


"I think it's got holes in it. How you gonna keep warm in a sweater that's been eaten by moths?" 


"It hasn't been eaten by moths," Greg laughed. "And you wear something under it, like a t-shirt” 


"You ain't wearing! nothin’ under it" 


‘lm just trying it on. Oh, my god." Greg turned to look at himself in the mirror but he caught Jerry looking 
him over instead. He pulled the sweater off and tossed it at him. He took another one off its hanger and pulled 
it on. "There. ls this one better? No holes." 


Jerry caught the sweater with one hand against his chest. "No holes but it looks like my mom's couch from 
like 1112 or something." 


Greg looked at himself, turning to look at his back, maybe pushing his ass out a little. "Then your mom had 
great taste." 


"She did. And if it matters, | like this one better than the purple." 


"Aw, you're only saying that because Micah liked the purple. That's so cute." He took the sweater off and held 
it out for Jerry, dropping it before Jerry had a hold of it. 


Jerry huffed as he had to stoop to pick up the sweater from the floor. "Listen, brat" 


"That's ‘your highness’ to you." He giggled as he pulled on the cropped black sweater. "Yeah, Micah was wrong. 
Black is definitely my color." 


"Ask him for the other half of it" 


Greg pulled the sweater off and finally took the last one off the hanger, another open weave in black and blue. 
He pulled it on and looked at himself. "Oh, yeah. This is it” 


"Turn around. Show me, baby." 


Greg's eyes flicked to Jerry in the mirror. They stared at each other for a moment before Greg slowly 
turned and looked up at him again. "You like it?" He whispered. 


Jerry swallowed. "| do." 


There was a light knock on the wooden frame of the dressing room. "Doing okay in there?" 


Jerry was the first to break the stare. He growled his reply to Micah. "Just a damn minute!" He turned back 


to Greg. "Are we done now?" 


"Done? We haven't even - " 


"With the clothes." 


"Oh! Oh, shit. Yeah." He took a breath and pulled the sweater off, hanging it back up before he put his t-shirt 
and sweater back on. "I can pay for these. Or | can slip you the cash and you can pretend you paid, sugar 


daddy." He threw Jerry a little grin 


Jerry leaned forward, pleased to note that Greg took a step back, almost pining himself to the mirror. "You can 


pay me back." 


It didn't take Greg too long to recover. He gathered up the clothes he was going to buy and pushed past Jerry, 
using one hand to snap the curtain open ‘Try not to scare the kid again. Okay, babe?" He smiled at Micah as he 
pushed the items into the boy's hands. "I'll take these." 


At the counter, Jerry took his wallet out, sighing loudly. "Gonna put me in the poorhouse." 


Greg merely smiled as he wrapped his arms around Jerry's arm. "Thank you." As they exited the store with 
Greg still hanging on Jerry and Jerry carrying two large shopping bags, Greg laughed softly. "That poor kid.” 


"Please. Bet he works on commission.” 


"He had a big, grumpy bear growling at him the whole time!" 


Jerry scoffed. "He did not! I'm not that big.” 


"Take me to that cowboy shop." 


"You know they don't actually sell cowboys there, right?" 


"| already have one. And | thought we could get you something new." 


"| don't need nothin’ new." 


"Everybody needs something new now and then" Greg looked up at Jerry. 


He met the younger man's eyes. "Not me. | like my old stuff. It's all broken in for me." 


"Sounds boring." 


"Its not boring. It's comfortable, familiar.” 


"Sounds boring to me." 


"Don't you want to feel comfortable and secure?" 


‘Of course. But | also want to try something new and different now and then' 


"New and different. Yeah, yeah, maybe you're right” 


"Yeah. Doesn't have to be all the time." 


"IIl even let you pick it out. Within reason, of course." 


"Nice!" Greg laughed. "Assless chaps, here we come!" 


"You said new and different." 


Greg almost stumbled as he whipped his head around to stare up at Jerry. "Jesus Christ, old man!" 


Jerry pressed his lips together and raised his eyebrows. 


Chapter Six 


"| used to be a leather daddy." 


Greg's mouth fell open and he looked Jerry up and down. As Jerry laughed, Greg recovered and shrugged. "The 
leather | can take or leave, but | am very interested in this daddy thing. | told you you'd make a good daddy." 


"l'm kidding, baby." 

"That's too bad" 

Jerry bit his lip and dropped his gaze to the sidewalk as a flush rose on his cheeks. 
"Hey, if you're gonna tease me, I'm gonna tease you right back." 

"You're much better at it than | am" 

"Maybe you need more practice." 


"Maybe," he replied. Jerry was about to say something else when a loud bang startled him. He grabbed Greg 
and pulled him in, hugging him tightly with one arm while the other reached into his jacket as he wheeled 
around. "Fuck," he sighed and loosened his grip on the younger man. "It's a garbage truck. Just a garbage truck. 


We're okay." 


Greg buried his face in Jerry's shoulder, clinging to him with his arms firmly around Jerry's neck. 


Jerry tried to detangle himself. "It's okay. Just a truck" 


The younger man was slow to let go of Jerry, nodding as he trembled. 


Jerry put his arm around his shoulders. "What do you say we skip the cowboy store and grab some groceries, 


then go back to the cabin?" 


After he put the last of the groceries away, Jerry glanced at Greg, who sat at the table, quietly smoking a 


cigarette. "Hey, want me to make you some tea?" 


"Uh, yeah, sure. Okay." 


As he filled the kettle. "You know there's a hot tub out on the back deck, right?" 


| saw that. | wasn't sure, though. Looks like a horse tank" 


Jerry smiled "Do you want me to go turn it on and get it warmed up? 


"Yeah. Yeah, | think that's a good idea. Maybe l'll finally loosen up." Greg's smile was a bit embarrassed. 


Jerry immediately became concerned. "Hey, I'm really sorry about that. | just heard a loud noise and reacted. | 


shouldn't have scared you like that." 


Greg was quick to argue. "No! No, it's okay. That's ..that's what you're supposed to do, right? Thank ..you know, 
thank you." 


He smiled and gave Greg's shoulder a squeeze. "Make the tea. I'll go turn the hot tub on. Then I'll build up the 


fire again" 


After Greg made some tea again, he went to the couch, pulling a blanket around himself as he sipped the tea 
He let out a little laugh and shook his head when he noticed Jerry had his nose pressed against the glass of 
the French doors leading to the deck 


Jerry then lifted his shirt and pressed his bare belly against the glass but quickly jumped back and pushed his 


shirt back down When he came inside, he said, "Fuck! That glass was cold!" 


"You have the maturity level of a thirteen- year-old" 


"I do not. You do." Jerry loaded more logs onto the fire. When he stood up, his hand flew to his lower back and 


he groaned. 


"Sound like you could use the hot tub, too." 


"It couldn't hurt. | am old and rickety." He didn't immediately move to the couch, instead looking around the 


room. "Oh, you like music, right?" He picked up a small radio. 


"Who doesn't?" 


"Some people, | guess. What kinda music you like?" 


"Pretty much anything.’ 


"I'm a country music guy, myself." 


‘| couldn't have guessed." 


"Just wanna keep the fantasy alive for you. Lets see what we can find" 


"Find some gangsta rap." 


Wrinkles his nose as he turns the dial, trying to find a station. 


Greg laughed softly, taking a drink of his tea. 


The first clear station Jerry found was playing a Garth Brooks song. "What about this? Is Garth considered 
gangs TAH?" 


"He's okay. Not like Johnny Cash, but decently gangsta" 


Jerry sat down next to Greg. "Stop staying gangsta 


"What's wrong with gangsta?" 


"Nothing's wrong with it. But | think it's gangster. The word you're looking for is gangster.” 


"Nah." 


Jerry took his hat off and set it on the coffee table, then he leaned back and sighed as he closed his eyes. 


"Will you tell me about being the Marines and like how you became a detective?" 


“There's not much to tell. | was eighteen when | enlisted. It was either that or jail." 


"What? Jail? You?" 


"| wasn't always on this side of the law." His lip curled but he didn't open his eyes. 


"Okay, I'm gonna need to know more about that." 


"One day, maybe." 


"So you joined the Marines to avoid going to jail. Why the Marines?" 


"They paid the best. And my dad was in the Army. | figured joining the Marines would piss him off." 


"What did you do?" 


"You know, Marines stuff." 


"Don't wanna tell me. Got it. And you became a cop after you left?" 


"| did. | came home to Oklahoma. Wasn't sure what | was gonna do. | didn't want to stay on the ranch. At that 
time, the LAPD was hurting so they were paying a lot. | started as a uni and in two years, made detective." 


"Two years? That's not long at all." 


"Had all that Marines shit on my resume.” 


"Oh, right. All that top secret stuff" Greg watched his face very carefully. When Jerry gave nothing away, he 


said, "Wow, it was some top-secret stuff, wasn't it?" 


"Nah. | worked in the cafeteria" 


Greg shook his head. "So they let you have long hair as a uniformed officer?" 


"Nah. Started growing it the day | became a detective. Ain't cut it since." 


"And the beard?" 


"The beard comes and goes. It's my winter coat" 


"I knew you were a grumpy bear." 


Jerry gave a playful snarl. 


Greg laughed softly, reaching to give Jerry's beard a gentle tug. After a moment, he grew quiet, turning his 
head to watch the fire. 


Jerry moved his arm to the back of the couch behind Greg. "Is this okay?" 


"| don't mind." 


"Remember when you asked if | got stuck babysitting you and | said | pissed my captain off?" 


Greg nodded. "Can't keep a partner." 


"They did give me another partner. Eight, in fact. And this last time.she said she'd rather go back to writing 
parking tickets in the middle of August than work with me." 


"Ouch." 


"That was after | super-glued her hands to her steering wheel." 


"What?!" 


"And before that, | told the guy's wife that he went down to Tijuana for a little donkey lovin." 


Greg shook his head as he leaned to the side a bit to get a better look at Jerry's face. "Why would you do 
that? | mean, thats kinda funny, but why?" 


"Last year, they gave me a new partner right before Halloween. He was young, just promoted. | told him we all 
dress up on Halloween and that it was a tradition that Dave and | dressed in drag. He showed up in a dress and 
a pair of heels. | would have laughed my ass off if | wasn't a little turned on" 


"Okay, you seriously need help." He laughed and shook his head. 


Jerry laughed with Greg for a moment before he knotted his brow and looked down at the blanket Greg had 
wrapped around himself. "That grumpy bear? That asshole? It's just easier" 


"That doesn't sound too much like a grumpy bear. Sounds more like an unwelcome and unappreciated practical 


joker." 


"It keeps people away.” 


"Yeah, but you can keep people away without being an asshole." 


"How?" 


"| don't know. Just don't open up to people." 


"Being an asshole is highly effective. I'm very good at it. Better than being a leather daddy or sugar daddy. Or 
any kind of daddy." 


"Sound kinda lonely, though." 


"Who could be lonely when I've got the crown prince of brats to babysit?" 


"I am pretty amazing company." Greg grinned. 


"You're definitely not what | expected." 


"Ditto." Greg moved back in under Jerry's arm, hesitating and looking up at the older man before he put his 
head on Jerry's shoulder. 


Jerry's eyes were trained on the fire but he was inside his head. Had he told Greg too much about himself? 
Why did he tell him personal things, to begin with? Because it was true, Greg was turning out to be the 
opposite of what Jerry expected when he picked him up at the station to take him into hiding. He'd expected a 
spoiled, little brat who was going to give him nothing but a headache. But Jerry found himself wanting to 
engage Greg in conversation, wanting to tell him things, and wanting to learn more about the intriguing and 
attractive young man. "Hey," he whispered as he tilted his head toward Greg. "What do you say we try out 
that hot tub? You ready?" 


Greg nodded and put his teacup down before he unraveled himself from the blanket. 


Jerry stood and took his jacket off and then unbuckled his holster. He pulled his button-down shirt out of his 
jeans and then started to unbutton it. 


As Jerry took his shirt off, Greg pulled his sweater off and then pulled his t-shirt over his head. "Oh, shit. We 


need a couple of towels. | saw a stack of clean ones upstairs. And he started for the spiral staircase. 


"You get towels, I'm gonna head out there." And Jerry took his boots off and then pulled his jeans off, leaving 
everything in a pile on the couch. He felt foolish in only his shorts as he picked up his holster and brought it 
outside with him. He checked the temperature of the water with his fingers and then turned on the bubbles. 
Jerry carefully stepped into the tub, sank to the seat opposite the door, and waited for Greg. 


Greg hurried through the door, holding two folded-up towels in front of himself. When he put them down, he 
heard Jerry's gasp. "What?" We're not ..? You didn't ..?" 


Jerry's eyes widened as he stared at the naked man before him. He shook his head. 


"Suit yourself" The younger man shrugged as he carefully stepped into the tub and sank to the bench across 
from Jerry. "You can always take your shorts off now." 


"Uh," Jerry stammered as one hand dove under the water to press the heel of his hand against his awakening 


cock. "Maybe, maybe next time." 


Greg's smirk told Jerry he knew what he was doing. He closed his eyes and sank lower into the water. "This 


was a great idea." 


As quietly as he could, Jerry moved a little closer to Greg. "Feels good, huh?" 


"Mmhmm. | don't think I've really relaxed since that day." 


"l'm glad. This is a much better spot for us. For you. It's a lot ..a lot safer.” 


"And yet, your gun sits a mere twelve inches away. Don't think | didn't notice that." 


"Never know when a grumpy bear's gonna attack you." 


Greg opened one eye, raising his eyebrow. 


Jerry turned his head to study the dark trees that surrounded the cabin. 


"Where you ever married?" 


He looked back at the younger man. "Where'd that come from?" 


"Just curious." 


Jerry shook his head. "Like someone would want to put up with me for the rest of their life." 


"Please. You sound like some emo chick." 


"What do you know, kid?" 


"I know self-pity is unattractive." 


"It ain't self-pity. I'm no picnic. You know that already." 


| also know that you're protective and funny and cute. Sometimes.” 


"Greg, | .." Jerry sighed as he turned his head, tearing his gaze off of the younger man again. Fingers touched 
his chin and drew him back. He met Greg's stare. "You're ..easy for me to be around. | want to be around you 


and | haven't wanted to be around another human being in a very long time." 


"But 


"But what?” 


| mean | just assumed that's where you were going with that." 


Jerry shook his head, reaching up to take Greg's wrist and drop it from his face. "Better to not even entertain 
the idea." 


Greg sighed and now it was his turn to study the trees. 


"Greg, you can't be serious. You don't want .." 


Under his breath, he pouted, "I know what | want." 


"But why?" 


What difference does that make?" 


"All the difference to me." 


"Just forget it." 


"Greg." 


"No, you're right. Best to not even think about it" 


Jerry sighed and rubbed his wet hands over his face. "If it helps any, it's obviously not just you." 


"Doesn't help at all." 


"Well, what do you want me to do?" Jerry all but shouted. "I don't know how to help with this. Believe it or not, 


this is new territory for mel" 


"| think I'm gonna go inside." He stood up and reached for a towel as he got out of the hot tub. 


Jerry bit down on his lip as he watched, eyes wide as he took in every dripping inch of Greg's naked body. 
"Greg. Greg, wait" He quickly stood up and got out of the tub also. 


"Careful!" Greg reached out to steady Jerry. 


He took the other towel, quickly wrapping it around himself, and then grabbed his holster before he ushered 
Greg inside by the fire. "I'm sorry. | ..| just don't know how to we couldn't ...” 


‘Its not your fault, Jerry. You don't have to apologize to me." 


"I know, but it hurts you. And | don't like that" 


‘lm just not used to this." He turned his back on Jerry, holding his hands out toward the wood stove. 


"To what? Being stuck with a virtual stranger? Fearing for your life? Missing people you care about?" He 


placed his hand on Greg's back. "Come on, let's get you upstairs and into some warm clothes." 


He twisted away from Jerry's touch. "The thing is ..| WANT to be touched. | miss it. But | don't want to be, 
like, pathetic and think something as simple as that means anything.” 


Jerry took in a sharp breath. "Oh. Oh, Greg." 


The younger man snarled. "Forget it. It's stupid” 


"Let's go upstairs?" 


With every step Greg took up the tiny staircase, it seemed his resolve crumbled just a little bit more. By the 
time they reached the landing, he was hurrying to wipe his face. "So fuckin’ stupid," he muttered. 


‘Its not. You're not. Its its grief." 


"| fuckin’ hate it" 


"You were safe and wanted and cared for, and all of that was ripped away in an instant." 


In the bedroom, Greg stood in the middle of the room, hugging his arms around himself. He nodded. "By 


someone else who was supposed to care for me, too. Once." 


Jerry started to wrap Greg up in his arms when he stopped. "Is it okay if | hug you?" 


The younger man nodded and melted into Jerry's open arms. He pressed his cheek against Jerry's bare chest 
and closed his eyes. As he shifted in a bit closer, a tiny grin curled his lip. "What are you gonna do about 
that?" 


"What?" 


"Don't ask me what. You can feel it as much as | can, Jerry." And he reached down to press his palm against 


the erection under Jerry's towel. 


Jerry hissed and jerked his hips back, out of Greg's touch. "Gonna do my best to ignore it." 


Greg slowly withdrew. "Gonna take a nap, | think" 


"Okay. | can stay. If you want" 


"I'd like that. But you should get dressed first" 


So should you. Tempting an old man like that. What's wrong with you? You could give me a heart attack or 


something.” 


"But it wouldn't be too bad of a way to go, though, would it? 


"If all | got to do was look? Yeah." Jerry cringed and turned to go back downstairs. 


Chapter Seven 


Downstairs, Jerry was slow to pull on a clean pair of shorts and grey sweatpants, along with a clean t-shirt. 
He took his time gathering his dirty laundry and shoving it into the rickety old washing machine. After he 
started a load, he took a Coke out of the fridge and took a few long gulps. He needed to get himself back under 


control before he climbed the stairs back to Greg. He ate an ice pop while he heard Greg moving above him. 


When he could trust himself again, Jerry picked up his book and a bottle of water and returned to the 
bedroom upstairs. He found Greg similarly dressed and curled up on the bed. Jerry slowly sat down on the 
opposite side, putting the bottle of water on the bedside table. "So soft. Like a cloud" He stretched out on his 
back, fluffing up the pillows under his head. 


Greg moved closer. "Can | ..2" 

Jerry lifted his arm and the younger man snuggled into his side, laying his head on Jerry's chest 
"Thank you for this. |, um, | need it, | guess” 

"Thank you. Anything to get off that couch" 

"| told you that you could sleep up here anytime. 

"Mm. Still not sure it's a great idea" 


"You know you're not really that great at being an asshole, right?" 


"Maybe that's not the side of me | want you to see" 


"| don't know," Greg snickered. "| probably wouldn't mind seeing that side of you." 


Jerry angled his head toward Greg and whispered, "Behave." He curled his arm around Greg and opened his 
book, holding it in his free hand as his other hand came to rest on Greg's shoulder. 


"Are you on a spicy part?" 


"Wouldn't you like to know?" 


"Was gonna ask if you'd read out loud, but if you're on a spicy part, probably wouldn't be a good idea" 


‘lm not. I'll read to you if you'd like." 


Greg snuggled in closer and closed his eyes. 


Jerry gently cleared his throat. "Let's see. Where was |? Okay, here. 


The next few days were long and tiresome. The five men worked long hours getting the fields harvested They 
worked until dusk, which came around 8:30, leaving them exhausted, dirty, and hungry. Even Jeff and Sean were 


foo tired to go out at night. And too tired fo care that Steve slinked off every night to crawl into bed with James. 


The secret was out, he was sure of it. But again, since neither of them asked about it, Steve didn’t care. 


He lifted James's arm and curled up against him, wrapping the arm back around himself. 


James murmured, "This is a habit now, isn’t it?" 


‘Mmhmm," the boy purred as his hand slid down Jame's chest. He pressed himself against the older man's thigh and 
rolled his hps 


"Easy, tiger." 


"Thought you said you weren't at a spicy part" Greg lightly poked Jerry's ribs. 


"Watch it, kid," he growled as he moved his fingers to Greg's neck and tickled. He started reading again and 
after a few minutes, Jerry paused and looked down at Greg. He held his breath to listen to Greg's breathing, 
which was soft and even. He had fallen asleep. Jerry closed his book and wiggled out from under Greg. He pulled 
the blankets up around the younger man and then silently crept downstairs. 


At the grocery store, Jerry picked up everything he needed to make spaghetti with meat sauce. He set to 
work, figuring this was a nice, long recipe and would give Greg time to sleep. He was happy, proud, even, that 
he'd been able to give the younger man some peace of mind by bringing him up to Tahoe, hours away from 
Los Angeles, where someone might be looking for him. He browned the meat and then added garlic and onion 
and crushed tomatoes, tomato paste, and a little water. After he stirred, he let the sauce simmer on low 


heat. 


He put on his boots and strapped on his holster before he put his jacket on and slipped outside. While he walked 
around the house, Jerry smoked a cigarette. It never hurt to look around, to make sure the house was safe. 
There was another house a few hundred yards down the road that appeared empty. Jerry had been making a 


mental note to watch for cars in the drive or lights on and so far, nothing. 


When he returned inside, he started the water boiling for the pasta and sliced a loaf of Italian bread. He had an 
errant thought that Greg might have enjoyed a bottle of wine with dinner but Coke or water would have to do. 


As he drained the pasta, he heard the floorboard above him creak and a moment later, Greg started down the 


stairs. "Hey, sleepyhead. Good nap?" 


"Yeah, felt good, but the smell woke me up. What is all this?" 


“Spaghetti. You like pasta?" 


"Who doesn't? And you can cook?" 


"A little. Come and sit down, baby." He pulled a chair out for Greg and then turned to pick up the huge bowl of 
spaghetti and sauce. He put it in the middle of the table and then picked up a smaller bowl and filled it for 
Greg. 


"This looks amazing, Jerry. Thank you." 


"Happy to do it. | hope you like it" 


"| know | will." 


Jerry smiled as he sat across the table. "| don't know if I'd be so confident." 


Greg rolled his eyes as he twirled his fork and came up with a huge bite, closing his eyes and moaning softly. 


"Hey, none of that," Jerry murmured before he started to eat. 


"Can't help it. H's so good!" 


After they ate, Greg volunteered to clean up while Jerry waddled to the couch and sat down, rubbing his belly. 


"l'm not eating for another month." 


"Yeah, right. You'll be back in here tomorrow, whipping up something just as amazing." 


"What? It's your turn Tomorrow." 


"You don't want that." 


Jerry smiled as he lit a cigarette. 


After Greg put the last dish away and dried his hands on a towel, he paused in the doorway. "Hey, Jerry?" 


"Hm?" 


Greg remained quiet until Jerry looked up at him, then he frowned, sticking his bottom lip out. "I'm going to die 


of boredom." 


Jerry's eyes went wide and his lips parted. “But ..| told you. | don't think we should ... 


Greg's brow knotted as he tilted his head. Then he let out a laugh. "Wow. Guess | know what's on your mind. | 


was going to ask if there are any games or a deck of cards around here or something.’ 


"You brought it up first" 


"| did not! When?" 


"When you decided to get in the hot tub buck-ass naked. That's when" 


Greg crossed his arms and leaned against the doorframe. "Can't be around a naked guy without thinking about 


sex?" 


"Not one I'm -" he stopped himself. "There's a deck of cards in my bag and a few board games over here, 


under the radio." He didn't like the way Greg was staring at him but he refused to look away first. 


Finally, Greg pushed off the doorframe and went to the small bookshelf that held the tattered boxes of board 


games. 


"You want popcorn?" They just finished dinner but Jerry wanted to put space between them again after he put 
his foot in his mouth. And because the way that Greg looked at him stirred his cock awake again 


"Sure." 


Once he'd gotten things under control and he had a heaping bowl of microwaved popcorn and two cans of Coke, 
Jerry returned to the living room to find Greg on his hands and knees, looking at the games. "I don't know how 
many of those will work for one player." 


The younger man shot him a look over his shoulder. "You're playing, too." 


"| am?" 


"Is your job?" 


Jerry laughed. "Oh, it is?" 


"You're supposed to protect me and keep me alive, right? I'll die of boredom if you don't play something." 


"Somehow | doubt that." 


Greg's lips curled in a deep smirk. "We could always go with your idea of entertainment" 


With a sigh, Jerry rolled his eyes. 


"Sorry, Yahtzee, checkers, or Scrabble." 


"Scrabble. If | must." 


"You must." The Scrabble box was on the bottom of the stack and Greg dipped his back as he reached for it. 


Jerry made a quiet nose of frustration as he shoved a handful of popcorn in his mouth. 


"Okay over there, old man?" 


"Just watchin." 


"If | need to behave, then you need to, too." 


"Nothin’ wrong with lookin." 


"Guess not" Greg shuffled across the room on his knees, putting the game down on the coffee table. He set 


up the board and then shook the bag of tiles. He held the bag open for Jerry. "Remember how to play?" 


Jerry drew out a tile, a T. "Of course | do." 


"Just checking." Greg drew out his own tile, a D. "I go first." 


"Age before beauty." 


"I do think I'm more mature than you." Greg picked out his seven tiles and handed the bag to Jerry, who made 


a noise with each tile, ranging from very enthusiastic to grumpy. "You must be amazing at poker.” 


"We can play that, too. For popcorn or something.’ 


"Not our clothes?" Greg raised his eyebrows. 


"Defi nitely not." 


"Nothin wrong with askin’," he teased as he spelled out his first word, sir. "Oh! Gotta keep score." He turned 
back to the other games and took the score pad out of the Yahtzee game, along with a pencil 


Jerry spelled out the word, kegs. As he took three more tiles from the bag, he asked, "How did you meet 
Minakakis?" 


As Greg studied his tiles, he replied, "The boy he had before me, actually. He contacted me on a dating site." 


"Huh?" 


"He was basically looking for his own replacement" 


"Oh! Gotcha. Why was he leaving?" 


"To go to college. To be an accountant, if you can believe that." He spelled out the word, kink, and shot Jerry a 


grin. 


Jerry did his best to ignore the word. "Why didn't he just stay with Minakakis while he went to school?" 


"Well, he kinda wants his babies' undivided attention." 


Jerry spelled out penis and without missing a beat, he asked, "Did he tell you why he chose that time to 


leave?" 


Greg pressed his lips together. 


"What? l'm just playing the letters | got" 


"No, he didn't say why he was leaving. | just assumed he was ready to move on. Or the boss was ready to 


move on" Greg spelled out shrimp. "That's double word score!" 


"There's no way your predecessor knew Ben, right?" 


"I mean | think he knew OF him. | told you Ben got mixed up with this guy that Dimitri already had beef with." 


Jerry spelled out hetero and snickered. 


"| see we're playing under relaxed rules. 


"Are you challenging me?" 


"That's a prefix, not a word" 


Jerry raised one shoulder and pointed at the paper. "Write it down" 


Greg rolled his eyes as he wrote down the score. Jerry threw a piece of popcorn at him which he picked off 
his chest and then ate it. "Now | know I'm more mature than you" When Jerry played the word, sex, Greg 


tossed the pencil down. "Are you fucking with me?" 


"Boy, if | was fuckin’ with you, you'd know it" 


Greg shook his head. "Ridiculous." 


The corner of Jerry's lips pulled in as he watched Greg reach down. The coffee table was in the way but he 
was pretty sure he knew what Greg was doing. "So. Care to make this game of Scrabble a little more 
interesting?" 


"What do you have in mind?" 


Jerry studied the younger man's face for a long moment. "The loser has to .." He licked his bottom lip and 


glanced down. "Cook dinner for a week." 


"IIl take that bet." 


"You know how to grill a steak? l'm in the mood for something big and juicy." 


"Jesus Christ, Jerry." Greg bit his lip as a gorgeous flush touched his cheeks. Using the E in Jerry's sex, Greg 


spelled out geezer. "Nice, double-word score!" 


What the hell is that supposed to mean?" 


"Just playing the letters | got." 


Jerry popped open his Coke can and took a long drink, letting out a fearsome burp afterward. "Damn, mighta 
started an avalanche with that one." 


"| don't even wanna know what that means." 


He pointed toward the window. "You know, the ski slopes." 


"Oh! | thought ..like .." He gestured vaguely to his midsection. 


"Like | was gonna barf?" 


"Something like that." 


"Shit myself? I'm old, kid, but | ain't that old” 


Now Greg through popcorn at Jerry and laughed. "You're a child" 


Jerry stuck his bottom lip out and mumbled, "Just tryin’ to make you laugh." 


Greg smiled as he took the other can and opened it, tilting his head back and taking a long drink. He let out a 
burp of his own and then shook his head. "Can't believe you." 


"Atta boy! Let ‘er rip!" 


"You're a terrible influence." 


"Me? Surely, | don't know what you mean" Jerry picked up his Coke and stuck his little finger out. 


"Stop distracting me," Greg laughed. "| need to concentrate." 


"Fine. Concentrate. On losing." He sat back on the couch, holding the bowl of popcorn in one arm and stuffing his 


face with fistful after fistful. "Hey, do | get to sleep in the bed tonight?" 


"Do |?" 


"As long as you promise not to steal my virtue in the middle of the night 


"You have virtue?" Greg quirked an eyebrow. 


"Uh, yeah!" 


"Huh. I'll take your word for it." 


"Maybe we'll have to build a wall down the middle with pillows." 


"| don't get to curl up with you like before?" 


Jerry's eyes narrowed as he stared at Greg. "I'l allow it. As long as you keep your hands north of the 
equator." 


"Can do." 


"Jeez, you don't have to make it sound so easy." 


"I think maybe | should be the one worrying about where you put your hands." 


"Maybe. Probably not." 


Greg grinned, daring Jerry to look away first. 


He finally shook his head and looked down, into the popcorn bowl. 


Greg laid down his last tile. "I'm out! | win" 


Jerry leaned forward, surveying the board. "Zebus? Thats not a fuckin’ word." 


Chapter Eight 

"Zebus is a real word!" 

"Uh-huh." 

"It is. It's like a wildebeest or something." 

Jerry grabbed his crotch and said, "| got your wildebeest." 

Greg rolled his eyes. "So what are you making me for dinner? | like steaks on the grill." 
"Mac and cheese. The box kind." 


"That's fine with me." Greg slid all the tiles off the board and into the bag. He put the board and the bag back 
into the box. 


"You're infuriating.” Jerry lit a cigarette and sat back on the couch, letting his head fall back as he blew some 


smoke out. He let out a little groan as he rolled his neck. 


| know. | have a reputation to keep." He held the box in one hand and crawled back to the shelf, sliding the box 
on top of the other games. He dipped his back a bit and glanced over his shoulder at Jerry, who stood up and 
picked up the empty bowl and Coke cans, putting them in the bowl to take to the kitchen. 


As Jerry walked past Greg, he brought his hand back and leveled it down hard across Greg's ass. The younger 
man let out a yelp and looked up at Jerry in shock. 


"What? Too hard?" 


If we can't do anything else? Yeah." 


Now, Jerry was the one in shock He opened his mouth, closed it, and opened it again with a scowl but decided 
just to move on, into the kitchen. Much to Greg's disappointment, Jerry chose to sleep on the couch that 
night. 


Things went similarly for the next three days. They played board games and cards and Jerry read his book and 


made dinner for Greg. He even grilled two steaks one night. But Greg was becoming increasingly restless. 


After an afternoon round of Scrabble, he whined, "Can we PLEASE go out? I'm dying!" 


Jerry merely gazed at him for a long moment. "Fine. We'll go out for dinner tonight. Saves me having to cook." 


Greg jumped to his feet. "Yes! Okay, where? Ugh, if we had a phone or a computer, we could find a good spot." 


"| know a spot. Go get dressed." 


"Okay, but how?" 


"With clothes?" 


"No, | mean how should | dress? Like casual or ...2" 


"What? You got a tuxedo up there | don't know about?" 


Greg sighed and rolled his eyes. He shot Jerry daggers as he climbed the steps. 


It took Jerry all of three minutes to trade his sweatpants for jeans, pull his t-shirt off, do two swipes of 
deodorant under each arm before he put on a white button-down shirt. He pulled his boots on and glanced at 
his face in the bathroom mirror. He strapped on his holster and then put his leather jacket on. 


He stood at the bottom of the spiral staircase. "What's going on up there?" 


lm getting dressed. Why are you in such a hurry?" 


"I'm hungry.” 


"Five more minutes!" 


Jerry sighed. He pulled a chair out at the kitchen table and sat down 


Ten minutes later, Greg came down. "| couldn't decide what to put on since you didn't say where we were 
going." 


Jerry's mouth fell open as he stared, he abruptly pushed the chair back and stood up. "J-jesus." 


A touch of pink flared on Greg's cheeks as he slowly turned all the way around. "What do you think?" He was 
wearing tight black jeans with a black button-down shirt he left open two or three buttons at the top. Over 
that, he had on a fitted charcoal suit jacket. On his feet were a chunky pair of black boots. 


"Where ...?" 


Greg chuckled. "Where was all this hiding? | had the jeans and shirt. | found the jacket in the closet up there. 


Dave's?" 


"l-I guess. | never saw it before. You look .." 


| mean its okay if | wear it, right?" 


"Yeah," Jerry quickly breathed out. "You look," he tried again. "Incredible." 


"You ain't half bad, yourself, Detective Cowboy." 


Speaking of, Jerry put his hat on and then opened the door. "After you." 


With a hand on Greg's back, he led him to the car, glancing around as they so. He opened the passenger door 
for Greg and closed it once the younger man was inside. After he got in behind the wheel and started the car, 


Jerry let it run for a minute or two. 


"Gonna get some snow tonight" 


"That'll be cool. Do you ski? | mean | know we can't go but | was just curious." 


"I've gone skiing before when | was a lot younger, but nah. Haven't been in years. What about you?" 


‘I've been a couple times. So what do you do for fun when you're not detecting?” 


"Have you met me? Do | look like | do things for fun?" He shifted the car into reverse and backed out of the 


driveway. 


"Okay, what do you do when you're not at work?" 


Once out on the road, Jerry headed in the opposite direction of town. "Watch football, tend to the animals, talk 


to my cats, wait for them to answer me back." 


"Hold up! Tend to the animals? And you have cats? I'm learning so much about you." 


"| .live, uh, on a farm. Of sorts. And | have two cats." 


"You didn't want to live on a ranch in Oklahoma but now you live on a farm?" 


First of all, | was much younger than | am now when | decided Oklahoma wasn't for me. Second of all, the farm 


thing now is just temporary." 


"How long have you been there?" 


"Uh," Jerry hesitated, glancing at Greg. He looked back at the road. "Four years." 


Greg laughed. “That's not temporary. And you need to get out more." 


"| like it quiet.” 


"Well, yeah, | mean I'm not suggesting you to go a club or anything like that” 


"Good, because we are definitely not doing that.” 


Greg laughed some more. "God, | would love to see you at a club.’ 


"Watch it, kid." 


"What?" 


"| could go to a club if | wanted. | just don't want to." 


"Why not? Lots of eye candy." 


"| got all the eye candy | can handle." He glanced at Greg and then back at the road. 


"Well, aren't you a sweetheart?" Greg grinned. 


"Oh, | didn't mean you. | meant Black Betty here." And he gave the dashboard a gentle caress. 


| might be offended if you weren't so ridiculous.” 


"Ridiculous?" 


"Completely." 


Jerry huffed as he slowed the car down and turned into the parking lot of The Montbleu Resort and Casino. 


Greg pressed his nose against the window as he looked up at the towering building. "Jer, Jerry here?" 


"Yep, there's a McDonald's in here | think you'll love," he replied as he pulled the car into a parking spot and 
killed the engine. 


"You better be lying" 


With a grin and a wink, Jerry told the younger man to stay put. He got out of the car and scanned the lot as 


he came around and opened Greg's door. He offered his hand to Greg. 


As he took Jerry's hand, he gave him a grin of his own. “I'm excited Thank you for this.” 


"Excited for a Big Mac?" 


Greg leaned into Jerry's chest and purred, "Excited to be out. Anywhere." 


"Cheap date." Jerry swung the door closed, keeping a grip on Greg's hand. 


"This is a date, huh?" 


‘Of course, it is, baby." He curled Greg's arm around his own and headed inside. He brought Greg through the 
hotel lobby, through the casino, to the steakhouse. At the hostess stand, he smiled at the young woman in a 
black dress and ponytail. "Table for two? Its our anniversary." He moved his arm to Greg's shoulders and 


pulled him closer. 


Greg's eyes widened before he played along. "You remembered!" 


With a kiss on top of Greg's head, Jerry's smile widened. "How could | forget, baby?" 


The hostess placed her hand over her heart and looked from Jerry to Greg. "Oh, my god, that's so sweet. | 


have the perfect table for you." She picked up two menus. "Follow me." 


Jerry kept his arm around Greg as he followed the hostess. He leaned in and whispered, "Don't get to used to 
this. As it is, we'll be eating ramen for the next month." 


"I know. But I'm definitely gonna enjoy every second of freedom tonight" 


The hostess stopped next to a U-shaped booth of red leather with a square, glossy white table. 


“This is great," Greg remarked as he slid into the booth, scooting around to the back, facing out. 


"Thank you." Jerry slid into the booth and moved a red velvet pillow out of the way so that he could sit right 
next to Greg. 


The hostess's smile turned into a devilish grin as she took hold of the red velvet curtains at the front of the 


booth. "If you want some privacy, | can close these.” 


With a bit of an uncomfortable laugh, Jerry replied, "Maybe not yet” 


When they were left alone, Greg bumped Jerry's shoulder. "What's the matter, Detective? You don't want 


privacy on your anniversary?" 


"We can have all the privacy we want at ho -at the cabin. | thought maybe you'd want to see other faces 
besides mine." 


‘lm pretty okay with yours." 


Jerry shook his head and took his hat off, sitting it on the bench beside him, and then picked up the menu. 


"What are you gonna eat?" 


"| don't know yet. Should we get a bottle of wine for our anniversary?" 


"Uh, | don't ..you can But | don't drink anymore." 


"Oh! Oh, wow. | didn't know that. Would it be okay if | had a glass of wine?" 


"Of course, baby. Whatever you want." 


"Thanks. Have you ever been here before?" 


Jerry nodded. "Dave and | came here to play cards. | won a big hand once and they treated us like high rollers. 


We ate here for free." 


"Well, that's exciting. What did you eat?" 


"What do you think?" 


Greg looked down at the menu and after a moment, he huffed and shook his head. "The cowboy ribeye?" 


"Darn tootin'." 


"So predictable." 


“There's nothing wrong with being predictable. | know who | am and what | want." 


‘Mmhmm. Okay." He went back to reading the menu. 


After Jerry polished off his ribeye and Greg finished his filet mignon, the waiter, Devon, collected the plates 
and set down a dessert menu, "just in case." They ordered the lava cake and the chocolate-covered 


strawberries. 


Greg took the last sip of his second glass of wine and put the large bubble glass down, gently sliding it back on 
the table. "I don't know if that was a good idea. It's been a little while since | drank and woo." He laughed softly, 
shaking his head. 


"| don't wanna have to carry you out of here." 


"You might, especially after dessert." 


If | was a high roller, they might offer us a room" 


"There's an idea" 


"Not in the budget, the room OR the gambling." 


The waiter brought dessert and then closed the curtains. Greg raised an eyebrow. "Guess | have to look at 


your face, now." 


"Guess so." 


Greg used a fork to slice into the lava cake and let the warm chocolate flow out. He took a bite of it and 
closed his eyes, moaning softly. "Fuck, that's good. You better get in here before | eat it all” 


Jerry took a bite of a strawberry, holding it by the green leaves. He held the bitten strawberry out to Greg 
and mumbled with his mouth full. "Trade" As Greg leaned in, Jerry's gaze dropped from Greg's deep blue eyes 
to his full, wine-stained lips as they closed around the strawberry. "Fuck, Greg" 


The younger man grinned as he took another bite from the lava cake on his fork and then held it out to Jerry. 


"Taste mine." 


Jerry held his gaze as he took Greg's wrist and brought the fork to his lips. The sound he made when he 


tasted the cake was obscene. 


"And I'm bad." Greg shifted in his seat. 


"You are, but that cake is so good!" 


"Almost orgasmic!" Greg snickered as he bumped Jerry's shoulder again 


Jerry almost choked on his dessert coffee. He put the cup down and his mood seemed to drop. "What are we 
gonna do about this, Greg?" 


"What do you mean? Why can't we just do what we both clearly want to do?" 


"It doesn't work that way. | don't work that way,” 


"Why not?" 


"Because everything gets clouded, baby. | won't be able to be objective and to think straight. Hell, I'm already 
distracted" 


"That doesn't make sense to me. How would you be too distracted to protect me? Wouldn't it make you even 


more protective?" 


"It would. But it would take away my ability to make smart decisions where you're concerned." 


"What kind of decisions do you need to make? Whether or not to leave the cabin on any given day? Which radio 


station to listen to while we're dying of boredom?" 


"If all goes well, yes. But if it goes south, | need to make decisions that will save your life.” 


Greg sighed. "Fine. Whatever. | should have ordered another glass of wine." He scooped up another bite of cake. 


Jerry took the fork from the younger man's hand. "Greg." 


Greg shot daggers at him, raising his eyebrows as he waited for Jerry to say more. 


"Please don't be mad. You must understand that keeping you safe is a hell of a lot more important than any .. 


fling. That's ..that's what it would be and | don't ..." 


"Let me save you the trouble. It's fine. Really. I'm not mad. l'm just annoyed." 


"lm sorry.” 


If the waiter wondered why the mood in the anniversary booth seemed to change, he didn't let on. Jerry paid 
the bill and left a generous tip and they quietly made their way back to the car. The drive back to the cabin 


was equally as quiet. Greg seemed to freeze Jerry out. He sat with his elbow on the armrest, chin in hand, 


gazing out the window at the heavy snow coming down. 


Chapter Nine 


Jerry set a tall plate of pancakes on the kitchen table, glancing toward the staircase as he did so. He turned 
and took a plate of bacon and the coffee pot off the counter, placing them on the table as well. 


Last night, Greg retreated up to the bedroom as soon as they returned to the cabin. Jerry hadn't seen him 


since. He hoped the smell of the bacon would lure Greg down. 


He heard the creak of the metal staircase before he saw Greg. Then two socked feet, followed by heavy grey 
sweatpants, and a thick navy blue cardigan wrapped tight around his torso. "Good morning," Jerry tried to 


sound cheerful. "I hope you're hungry.’ 


Greg grunted in response as he sat down at the table. Before Jerry sat down, he made sure the pancakes, 


bacon, and coffee pot were within Greg's reach. 


"Oh! There's maple syrup." Jerry quickly stood up and took the syrup from the fridge and brought it back to 
the table. He put it right in front of Greg, also. 


"Thanks," the younger man mumbled, pouring syrup all over the pancakes and bacon he piled on his plate. 


Jerry put two pancakes and three strips of bacon on his plate and then poured his coffee. He ate quietly, 
glancing across the table a few times at Greg, who was bent over his plate and shoveling food into his mouth. 


"Hungry, huh?" 


Greg grunted in response. 


‘Or maybe my pancakes are just that good" When Greg made no reply, Jerry moved the coffee pot to the 
side and dipped his head, trying to get Greg to look at him. 


Greg's eyes narrowed and he frowned, still trying his best to ignore Jerry. 


"Ah. Mad at me." 


‘lm not mad at you. | just don't see the point in this small talk" 


'| see." Jerry reached for another pancake. After a few more minutes of tense silence, he tried again. "l 


thought we could go out today. There are a lot more places we could go shopping.” 


"No, thanks." 


"Doesn't even want to shop. Must be really mad at me." 


Greg dropped his fork down on his plate with a loud clang and rolled his eyes. 


"I'd like to talk about last night" 


"There's nothing to talk about." 


"0-kay." Jerry sighed and finished his breakfast. Just as he was about to stand up and collect his dishes, Greg 
stood up and picked up his plate. "You don't have to do that." 


"| want to." 


‘| can help." 


"| don't want your help." 


"Um, okay. l'm gonna ..gonna call in Want me to ask them anything?" 


Jerry took the phone from his bag and glanced back into the kitchen at Greg, who was clearing the table, 
keeping his back to Jerry. He pulled on his jacket and hat and lit a cigarette before he went outside, using the 
sliding door. He made the short phone call and then went to the storage locker to retrieve a snow shovel. 
Jerry spent a good long time shoveling snow off the deck and then started to shovel a path around the house 
when he stopped. Without shoveling, it would be easier to tell if someone came around the house by their 
footprints in the deep snow. Instead, he went around front to shovel out the car. When he returned inside, 
Jerry took his boots and jacket, and hat off, hanging them by the door in the kitchen. He found Greg curled up 


on the couch with a blanket around him. He was smoking a cigarette and trying to tune the small radio. 


‘ll build up the fire, baby. There's about eight inches of snow out there." 


Greg was silent for a long moment and then asked, "What's the news back in LA?" 


"Everything's fine, baby," Jerry replied as he loaded the wood stove. He came round the coffee table and sat 


on the couch, a good few inches from Greg. 


"| don't believe that." 


"What do you mean?" 


"You started calling me baby again. There's something in your tone of voice. What's wrong?" 


Is nothing for you to worry about." 


"But it is about me." 


Jerry stared at Greg for a moment before he nodded. 


"Tell me. | want to know." 


He moved closer to Greg and reached for his hand, but the younger man pulled away. 


"Just tell me, Jerry.” 


"Ben is being held in the LA County jail. Last night, they intercepted a message ..a phone call from a lawyer." 


"Okay...2" 


"Do you know the name of the man Ben was working for?" 


"Yeah uh Duvall." 


Jerry's lips flattened and he nodded, 


"What about him?" 


"Duvall, uh, put a there's a price ..." 


"On me? Like a ..like a bounty or some shit?" 


Jerry reached for Greg again. This time Greg stood up, letting the blanket fall to the floor. "Greg, please .." 


"How much?" 


"It doesn't matter. Please sit down here." 


How fuckin’ much, Jerry?!" 


"Half a million" 


It was like his legs had been knocked out from under him. Greg sat back down in a heap. "Half wow. That's a 
lot more than | expected." 


It doesn't matter. | won't let anything happen to you.” 


"| know." It came out as a small whisper while he just stared straight ahead. 


Jerry touched Greg's shoulder, giving it a small squeeze. "I'm sorry that | hurt you last night." 


Again, Greg pulled away. "You didn't hurt me." 


"Then what is this silence all about?" 


"What? l'm just trying to keep things professional between us." 


"Ah. Right. My mistake. Good idea" He stood up. "I'm going back outside." 


"Have fun" Greg returned his attention to the radio. 


His boots were still wet but he didn't care. He pulled them on, strapped on his holster, put on his hat and 
jacket, and returned outside. He smoked another cigarette as he walked up and down the drive. Greg was right. 
He was right for wanting to keep things professional. It's exactly the message Jerry was trying to convey last 
night. So what if he found himself attracted to Greg? So what if Greg said they both clearly wanted ..what? 
What did they want? Each other? 


He shook his head and lit another cigarette. Maybe it was just because they were stuck together. Maybe 
Jerry found Greg attractive because Greg was so confident in his allure. Of course. That was it. The kid was 
a sugar baby, right? He knew how to tease and entice older guys. 


But that wasn't it, either. Jerry thought about the way Greg had almost broken down in tears in the bedroom 
and how he clung to Jerry. Jerry had wanted more than anything to take away the boy's pain and fear. He 


wanted to hold onto Greg forever, or at least until he felt safe again. 


He watched a snowplow chug up the road and pass. He waited until the plow came back down the other side 


before he returned to the cabin 


It was quiet inside. He took off his boots and brought them into the living room to place by the stove. Greg 


was no longer on the couch. 


"Greg?" he called as he took off his jacket and holster. "Greg, answer me." He pulled his firearm from the 
holster. "Greg?" Jerry returned to the kitchen and started up the staircase, weapon trained. When he heard 
the sound of the water running in the bathroom, he stopped and breathed a sigh of relief. He knocked gently on 
the door. "Greg? You okay?" 


"Just taking a shower. Jesus," came the annoyed reply. 


Jerry turned the handle, pleased to see the door wasn't locked. He opened it a couple of inches. "Just checking 
on you." 


‘lm fuckin’ fine, Jerry!" 


He returned his gun to the holster and then leaned against the wall outside the bathroom and kept watch. 
When Greg finally opened the door, Jerry pushed off the wall and gave him a little smile. 


Something in Greg's demeanor changed. He was startled by Jerry when he took a step out of the bathroom. 
His eyes blazed with annoyance but as soon as Jerry smiled, Greg deflated a litle. "I'm sorry | was in there a 


long time. If you needed to go or something, you coulda went upstairs." 


"No, | just „wanted to make sure you were okay." 


The younger man sighed. He clutched the towel around his waist as he shuffled over to the couch and sat 
down, immediately going for a cigarette. "| doubt I'll ever be okay again." 


Jerry followed but maintained a few feet between him and Greg. "Sure you will” 


| was fuckin’ stupid. | should have known better. | got involved in some bad shit and brought this on myself" 


"Don't do that. This isn't your fault. You didn't bring this on" 


"Not directly, but .." 


"You can't do that. We all can look back at certain decisions in our past and say we should have known better. 


But we didn't, and that's okay." 


"| just fuckin’ hate this!" 


| know, but you'll get through it. I'll help you, Greg. Just ..let me." 


‘I'm gonna go get dressed" He brushed past Jerry without another word and hurried upstairs. 


Jerry tried again with dinner. He seared a couple of steaks with baked potatoes and a salad. 


“Thanks for dinner. It was really good." At least Greg seemed a little less insular. He cleared the table again and 


washed the dishes. 


"No problem, baby." Jerry watched Greg for a long moment. "Hey, there's a movie theater in town. You like 


movies?" 


"| guess. Not sure I'd be very.. comfortable in a dark place with other people." 


"You know | wouldn't -" 


Greg laughed quietly. "Let anything happen to me. | know. Maybe another time." 


"Okay. Maybe tomorrow." Jerry stood and picked up his glass of water, taking it into the living room with him 
where he sat down on the couch and let out a long sigh as he put his feet up on the coffee table. 


When Greg was finished cleaning up the kitchen, he joined Jerry, wrapping up in the blanket again. 


"Cold? | can build up the fire." 


"Thanks." 


After he loaded the wood stove again, he stood up, clutching his lower back and groaning. 


"You need to sleep in the bed," Greg commented. 


"I'm fine." 


"No, you're not." 


"Yes, | am. You need to be upstairs. Not me." 


"Whatever. Be fuckin' miserable, then" 


"L AM miserable!" Jerry roared, 


Greg looked at him with wide eyes for a moment before he muttered, "That makes two of us." 


'| lost perspective with you, and l'm sorry." 


The younger man narrowed his gaze at Jerry. "Okay..?" 


"| „we got too close and .." 


Greg quirked an eyebrow. "Okay." 


Jerry sat down next to Greg and leaned in slightly. "If you tell me I'm imagining this or overreacting .." 


"| think you think too much." 


"Well, this whole situation has got me fucked up, Greg. So thanks for that." 


Greg huffed and placed a hand on Jerry's shoulder to push him away. "What did | do?" 


"That thing where you and then | and we .." Jerry thought what didn't he do? Greg's perfect body in the 
pool at the motel, his fire and ice blue eyes, the tiny glimpses through the cracks in the boy's strong facade, 
the flirting the naked hot tubing. 


"Right. Of course. Its all my fault” 


"It's not your fault. Its my fault. I've been saying that all along. Don't you listen?" 


"| don't know what you want from me." 


Jerry leaned back and turned his head to stare straight ahead. He murmured, unclear whether he was talking 
to Greg or just to himself. "| want to want to be close again. | want to hold you and read to you and talk to 
you about the stuff that matters to me. | want to see you smile again. But I'm afraid to want those things. 


Afraid I'll lose someone again" 


"Maybe you should be afraid. It sounds like this is a way bigger deal to you than it is to me." 


Chapter Ten 


Jerry looked like someone just punched him in the gut. "O-okay. Yeah. Right. Uh, I'm going outside." He stood up 
and quickly exited the room, taking his jacket off its hook in the kitchen and going outside. He lit a cigarette and 
rubbed his hand over his face. He was playing with fire here. It wasn't enough that he had to feel attracted to 
the kid but now, he'd gone and said as much. Out loud to Greg. He knew better. What was he doing? 


He sat down on the step and chain-smoked. He couldn't go back inside. He couldn't look Greg in the eye again. So 
he froze half to death, sitting there on that step, beating himself up. 


An hour had passed and he heard the door creak open behind him. “Jerry, come inside" 
Without turning, he replied. "tm good" 

"| made you coffee. Come back in" 

At this, he turned his head to the side but didn't respond 

"Seriously. You can't protect me if you catch pneumonia" 


Jerry mumbled as he slowly stood and stepped onto the porch, keeping his gaze down, "That's a cheap shot" He 
entered the house when Greg stepped aside. Jerry poured himself a cup of coffee and then leaned against the 


counter to sip it. 


"It was a pretty cheap shot talking to me about losing someone." 


He shot daggers at Greg. 


The younger man simply raised an eyebrow. 


"| wasn't talking about you." 


Greg squared his jaw. "Maybe you should have thought about that before saying it" With that, he turned and 


hurried up the stairs. 


Jerry slammed the cup down on the counter and yelled, "You're not the only one in this cabin that lost 
someone he cares about! | was trying to tell you that!" More to himself, "I have no idea why. You don't fuckin’ 


care.” 


He could hear Greg growling and pounding on something up there but Jerry didn't go up. He threw his hands up 
in the air and took his jacket off. He sat down on the couch and rested his elbows on his knees, covering his 


face with his hands. 


At some point, the howling and banging upstairs stopped. Jerry loaded the wood stove and then went to bed. 


In the morning, he was carrying in an armful of wood when he saw Greg coming down the steps. He didn't make 
breakfast, only more coffee. While Greg went into the bathroom, Jerry poured another cup and left the 
kitchen. He did steal a look at the younger man and noticed his eyes were bloodshot and there were puffy bags 
under them. 


"What happens if | take expired Tylenol?" Greg asked from the bathroom doorway. 


"Probably break out in hives. Your throat might swell closed” 


Greg rolled his eyes. "| doubt that, but do you have anything that isn't expired?" 


"I think you'll be fine." Jerry's tone was icier than he intended but said nothing else and picked up his book He 
pretended to read but he watched Greg through his lashes as the kid took a steak out of the freezer and held 
it with one hand over his eyes while he picked at a bowl of dry Cheerios. 


Eventually, the Cheerios ran out and Greg returned the steak to the freezer. He brought a cup of coffee into 
the living room and sat at the opposite end of the couch. After a couple of minutes, he barely whispered, "l'm 


sorry. 


Jerry's heart clenched but he didn't look up from his book. "Forget it" 


| don't think | can" Greg sniffed. “But I'll try.’ 


Jerry glanced at the kid and sighed as he tossed his book down on the coffee table. 


"l'm.. overwhelmed. Nothing is normal. The person | cared about most - who took care of me - just died. In 


front of me. It's still raw. | couldn't say goodbye." 


"I know, Greg. | know how that feels, and | found myself wanting to help you through it" 


He sniffed again. "And | acted like a selfish asshole." 


"| don't think you were acting selfish. You hurt me because you are hurting.” 


"l'm so sorry. You ..| mean | was ..um, you surprised me when you said that stuff." 
Y y P Y 


"Surprised you? Come on ..| don't think I've hidden it very well at all. You're a smart kid” 


"No, | mean ..| didn't think that it was more than just physical" He stole a quick glance at Jerry, knotting his 


brow and sniffing again. 


"| told you that's not who | am." 


Greg nodded and quickly swiped at his eyes. "So, uh, so what do we do now?" 


"I can probably get someone else up here to stay with you." 


Greg's eyes widened and he turned to look at Jerry, alarm written all over his face. "Is that what you want?" 


"It doesn't matter what | want." 


"Yes, it does. Why wouldn't it?" 


"Because the only important thing is that you're safe." 


"And you think you can't do that anymore." 


"I think the way | feel could potentially lead to blind spots, yes." 


"But | want to be safe with you," Greg's voice sounded strained. 


"Why?" Jerry asked in a gasp of air. 


"Because ..because | already feel safe with you. | feel safe and cared for and not alone. | was beginning to feel 


like things would be okay. Until | fucked it up." 


"What do you mean by that? By ‘things would be okay?" 


"| don't know. | just felt better. For all the times you did silly shit and said stupid stuff and made me laugh, | 
knew you'd do anything to keep me safe. You took care of me." 


Jerry looked at Greg with a soft smile. "You asked me what | want. It's that. | want to take care of you." 


Greg sniffed again, this time allowing a tear to spill over and run down his cheek He opened his mouth to say 
something but closed it again, biting down on his lip. After it seemed he regained control, he whispered, "Thank 


you." 


Jerry lifted his arm to the back of the couch. "Do you want to come here?" 


"More than any fuckin’ thing else." Greg scrambled across the couch and snuggled in against Jerry's side. 


Jerry wrapped both arms around the younger man and held him tightly. He kissed the top of Greg's head and 
then lightly rubbed his cheek against his hair. "It's okay, baby. | got you. | got you," he murmured. 


"I'm so sorry | said that shitty thing to you." 


‘Its okay. Its my fault. | lost perspective with you." 


| was only thinking about myself. It wasn't a fair thing to say." 


"No, no, no. Don't. It wasn't fair of me to put you in that position. It's been a long time since | actually enjoyed 
being around someone and .| lost myself" 


"So what now?" 


"Well, | don't ..1 mean | want to stay with you. You want me to stay with you. We have to .." Jerry trailed off. 
He couldn't bring himself to say it. 


"Be good" 


"Yeah be good." 


"How?" 


"Maybe don't take your clothes off in front of me anymore." Jerry chuckled but there wasn't a lot of humor 
in it. 


"Okay, but you have to promise me the same thing.” 


"I can do that" Jerry rubbed Greg's back when he snuggled in even closer and rested his head on Jerry's 
chest. They were both quiet for a long time when Jerry finally spoke up again. "I had a girlfriend We were 
going to be married.” He felt Greg tense in his arms for a moment but when the younger man didn't say 
anything, Jerry continued. "She was, uh, she died. Drunk driver. She was on her way home after a night out 


with her friends." 


Greg's head shot up and looked at Jerry. His eyes searched Jerry's for a long moment. "Oh, Jerry. I'm so 


sorry. 


Jerry offered a weak smile. "And, uh, | found out the medical examiner told me she was .she was two months 


pregnant." 


‘Oh, my god!" 


With a nod, Jerry went on. "You know what fucked me up the most?" He swallowed and frowned, quickly 
rubbing his nose. "She didn't tell me. She never even mentioned she was late, you know? So | don't know if she 


knew." 


"Jer," Greg gasped. He rubbed circles on Jerry's chest before lifting his hand to touch his cheek. 


Jerry covered Greg's hand with his and closed his eyes. "Two years later, | lost Dave. Kinda feels like the 
universe is telling me something.” Then he gently took Greg's hand and placed it back on his chest. 


"That's awful. I'm so sorry, Jerry.’ 


"Thank you, baby." 


"Would you tell me about her? Only if you want to." 


Jerry smiled. "She was something. Five-foot-nothing, these crazy blue eyes that saw right through me. She 
danced. That's, uh, how we met. Her name was Molly. She was a fucking badass. Didn't take shit from no one, 


especially me. | used to tease her all the time. Someone named Molly shouldn't be tough as nails, you know? 


But she was." 


Greg smiled as he put his head back down. "You sound ..almost like a person when you talk about her.” 


"She was beautiful. Those eyes had a way of making my knees buckle and she had long, brown hair that was so 
soft and always smelled so good. | used to annoy her just to watch those eyes blaze." 


Greg whispered, "| believe that." 


"You know how they say the hottest flames are blue? That was my Molly. And when | wasn't annoying her, 
which wasn't often, she made me feel ten feet tall and bulletproof" 


"You mean you're not?" 


"No, baby. l'm afraid not" 


"Well, you've protected me like you are." 


| haven't had to protect you yet. And | hope | never have to." 


"| feel protected." 


"l'm glad." 


"So if you want to go to the movies, we can do that." 


"We can do anything you want." 


"After the movies, we should go to the store and get stuff to make s'mores." 


"Mm. Not in the budget" 


"You said anything | want." 


"| lied" 


“Bullshit. | get s'mores." 


If you get s'mores, then | want something, too.” 


"What?" 


| want to sleep in the bed with you." 


Greg smirked "Just sleep, Detective?" 


"Just sleep. And maybe ..hold you." 


"You have to hold me. | might kick you in your shins if you don't." 


"You sound like my Molly." 


"lll take that as a compliment." 


"It is. The highest" 


Greg put his head back down again, sliding his hand across Jerry's chest and squeezing him. "Can | ask you 


something?" 


"Of course.” 


"Is, uh, what happened to her why you don't drink?" 


"Nah. | was a raging alcoholic before | met her. When she moved in with me, | wanted to get sober. Had a 


reason, you know? Then after she died, |, uh, | fell off the wagon. Had to start all over again" 


"That had to be hard. l'm sorry." 


"Every day is hard" 


After a few quiet minutes, Greg rubbed his forehead. "That old-ass Tylenol did nothing. | have a headache and | 
fucked up my hand last night” 


"We can go out and get something if you want. Let me see your hand" 


He showed Jerry his right hand where there was an ugly bruise forming on the heel and side. 


Jerry took it in his hand, turning it over and looking at it closely. "What did you do?" 


"Hit stuff" 


With a frown, Jerry brought Greg's hand to his lips and pressed a small kiss to the bruise. 


Heat rose on Greg's cheeks as he dropped his gaze and whispered, "That should be off-limits, too, Detective." 


Chapter Eleven 


Jerry opened the door from the back deck and slid it closed after him. He shook some snow off his shoulders 
and took his jacket off. He stepped up to the wood stove and rubbed his hands together. "It's freezing out 
there." 


Greg was sitting on the couch, reading one of Jerry's books that he finished. “What's the news?" 

In the weeks that followed their difficult conversation, Greg and Jerry had fallen into a peaceful co-existence. 
Jerry put the phone away and turned around to Greg, He pushed his hands into his pockets. “Snow's picking up’ 
"| can see that. | mean the call. | can tell something's up." 

"How?" 

"You always stick your hands in your pockets when you have something to tell me” 

"What? | do not" 

"You do - listen, stop distracting me. Tell me what they said’ 


‘Its time to go home. Just a few more days and you'll finally be rid of me." 


"Thank god. But wait „when's the trial? Won't they want to, like, prep me and shit? Where's that gonna be? 


Who's gonna watch me?" 


"You'll be in a safe house with the prosecutors." 


‘Lawyers can't protect me." 


‘lm sure there'll be some feds to babysit you. | doubt they know how to grill a steak as good as me, though." 


Greg frowned. "Oh. Uh, okay. Good" 


Jerry studied Greg's face for a long moment and then sat down next to him. "You'll be okay, baby." He 
squeezed his shoulder. 


"Yeah. Yeah, | know. | guess itll be good to get back to civilization" 


"We should get our stuff packed up. We'll leave the day after tomorrow." 


Greg rubbed his face and took in a deep breath. "Yeah, okay. So, how does it work now? Will they leave me 


alone in the safe house when the lawyers aren't grilling me?" 


"No, those feds will always be around" 


"Okay. Thats good. That's good. | guess I'll start packing." 


Jerry smiled and nodded. He stood up and went into the kitchen Greg sat for another minute and then brushed 
by Jerry to the staircase. 


A short while later, Greg came back downstairs. "I had to really shove my shit into that duffel bag. | forgot | 


bought all those sweaters." 


"You forgot, huh? How could you forget that kid .what was his name, again?" 


"What kid? What are you talking about?" 


"The kid at the store" 


Greg started laughing. "| can't believe you remember that." 


"| was jealous." Jerry shrugged. 


Greg's laughter died and he shook his head. 


"Hey. 


He lifted his gaze to meet Jerry's. "Hm?" 


If you want me to stay with you instead of the feds, why didn't you ask me?" 


"| don't know. | didn't think that was an option Is it allowed?" 


Jerry raised his eyebrows and the corner of his mouth curled. "| mean, we haven't exactly been playing by the 


rules here." 


Greg matched his smirk. "So why start now?" 


"Exactly" Jerry reached for Greg's shoulder and used it to pull him closer. "Just ..tell me what you want." 


Greg wrapped his arms around Jerry. "I want you. | want you to stay with me. |, um, l'm scared ..which | 
fuckin’ hate admitting. But we're going back to LA and there's still that price on my head, right? | need you. 


You promised." 


"lIl stay until you tell me to leave." He hugged Greg tightly. 


They stood in the middle of the kitchen, holding each other. Jerry closed his eyes and rested his cheek against 
Greg's head. His fingertips pressed against the soft knit of his sweater. A tiny hiccup escaped the younger man 
and he quickly sniffled. Jerry took a step back to look at Greg. 


“Stupid fuckin’ cryin’. | don't even know why .." 


Jerry tilted his head as he placed a hand against Greg's cheek, sweeping his thumb across to brush away a 
tear. He held Greg's stare for the longest time before his eyes flicked down to those full, soft lips he'd spent 


countless hours thinking about. 


Greg stepped into the space created between them when Jerry pulled back. His hands reached for Jerry's 
shirt. He closed his eyes and licked his top lip. 


Jerry kept his hand on Greg's cheek and used it to guide him in. He pressed his lips against the younger man's. 
When Greg didn't pull away, Jerry placed his other hand on Greg's face also and opened his mouth, encouraging 
Greg to do the same. When their tongues met, Jerry let out a low, growling moan. He wound one arm around 


Gets back and hauled him in tight, rolling his hips and pressing his growing erection against the younger man, 


Greg tore his mouth away from Jerry's and groaned. "Fuck, Jerry." 


Jerry attacked his neck, tilting Greg's head to one side and sealing his lips to his neck, biting down hard. "You 
are so fuckin gorgeous," he growled in Greg's ear. He moved his hand to the younger man's ass and gripped, 


pulling Greg into him. 


Greg wrapped both arms around Jerry's neck and lifted his leg to wrap around Jerry's hip, stretching up to 
grind against him. 


"You need to be touched, don't you?" 


"| really fuckin’ do. | need it. Need you." 


Jerry closed his eyes and groaned. "I've ignored it for so long.” 


"| tried" 


The detective moved his other hand to Greg's ass and lifted him up. He turned and carried Greg into the living 
room, letting out another growl when his neck was bitten by the younger man. He bent and laid Greg down on 


the couch. "Beautiful boy." 


Greg kept his arms and legs wrapped around Jerry, who had settled himself between Greg's spread legs. "Are 
you sure you wanna do this, Jerry?" He whispered before he nipped his earlobe, using his tongue to play with 
the silver hoop in Jerry's ear. 


Everything came to a screeching halt. Jerry jerked his head back and stared wildly into Greg's eyes. With a 
deep sigh, he dropped his head to the younger man's shoulder. "Fuck," he grumbled. 


"| wouldn't be able to stand it if you regretted this and had to leave me." 


Jerry slowly lifted himself off of Greg, moving to sit down on the end of the sofa He pressed his palm against 
the bulge in his jeans. "I told you | wouldn't leave you until you told me to." He hesitated, searching for his next 
words. "Greg, this is wrong. It's so dangerous. But | .. can't deny it anymore. | don't think | want to deny it" 


As he sat up, Greg gave Jerry a weak smile. "I know what you mean" 


He let his eyes drift around the room. "I've stayed awake at night, holding you in my arms, going over and over 


in my head whether | felt this way just because we're alone together all the time. Just because you have a 


pretty face and a sweet laugh." 


Greg frowned. "I understand." 


"But | don't think that's it, Greg." 


"No?" 


He turned his head to look at Greg. "I care for you. | care about the fragile, small boy you are when you're 
curled up in my arms. | care about the young man grieving the loss of his loved ones." He broke into a little 


smile. "| even care for the whiny brat that comes out when you're bored or hungry." 


"I care for you, too" When Jerry made a face, Greg continued, "I do. And not just because we're stuck 


together." 


Jerry's brow knotted as he swallowed, turning his head to hide his face from Greg. 


The younger man moved closer to Jerry, laying a hand on his arm. "What? What are you thinking?" 


"The two people | cared about the most in my life have died” 


"And there's a bounty on my head. | get it. We're fucked" 


"No one will get to you," Jerry growled. "I promised you that" 


"| know. And | believe you. It's one of the reasons | want you to stay with me. | know you'll never break your 


promise." 


Jerry turned to look at him again. "Where will you go when this is all over?" 


If Greg was surprised by the change of subject, he didn't show it. He thought for a moment. "I don't know. 
Guess it depends on whether or not | have to go into witness protection” He made a face like he was going to 


be sick to his stomach. 


Jerry reached for the pack of cigarettes and lit one. "Get to start over." 


"Don't have anywhere to go." 


"What about your family?" 


"Kinda burned that bridge." 


He took a long drag and then handed the cigarette to Greg. "I'm sorry to hear that, baby." 


They left the cabin at six o'clock, just before sunrise. Jerry planned on driving straight through to Los Angeles 
but knew realistically that they'd need to stop at least once. Especially since Greg had found a Thermos in the 
kitchen and filled it with coffee before they left. Jerry had hoped Greg would fall asleep, but the younger man 


must have been too nervous. Instead, he drank most of the coffee and chain-smoked for the first hour of the 


drive. 


"Baby, why don't you try to get some sleep? I'm sure meeting with the lawyers is going to be exhausting.” 


"Too nervous.” 


"I know, but try." He reached over and lightly rubbed Greg's thigh. 


lm not a kid. That won't work on me, Jerry." But when Jerry lifted his hand from his thigh, Greg grabbed it 
and put it back on his leg. 


Jerry smiled and stole a glance at Greg. "Just close your eyes. Relax. We still have a long ways to go." 


The safe house was a condo in a high-rise downtown. Jerry was instructed to enter the parking garage below 
where agents would meet him and take Greg upstairs. He parked near the elevator and cut the engine. Two 
men in cheap suits immediately started for the car. 


Jerry gently shook Greg's shoulder. "Baby, wake up. We're here. We're back in LA” 


One of the men reached for the passenger door handle but it was still locked. Jerry held up a finger. 


"Baby, come on" He shook Greg again 


The younger man awoke with a gasp. He saw the two men waiting outside the car and quickly leaned toward 


Jerry. "Who's that?" 


"Feds. Come on" He wanted to offer Greg some reassurance. He wanted to touch the kid and make him feel 
safe. But with the two other guys watching, he didn’t chance it. He got out of the car and was relieved when 
Greg did the same. 


"Thanks, detective. We've got it from here." One of the guys reached for Greg's arm. 


Greg moved away. “Actually, | insist that Detective Cantrell join us." He gazed across the roof of the car at 
Jerry. 


Jerry held Greg's stare, a tiny grin threatening his lips. 


"Can't do that. Lets go." 


Greg stood his ground. "I'm not moving unless he goes with me." 


"Fuck it, Donovan. Come on" The other man rolled his eyes and gestured for Jerry to join them as they turned 


for the elevator. 


Jerry noted that Donovan hadn't let go of Greg. "You don't have to hold onto him. He ain't gonna go nowhere." 


The elevator doors slid open and Greg wrenched his arm free, shooting Jerry a look as he stepped into the 
elevator. Jerry joined him, quickly pressing his hand into the small of Greg's back when the others stepped into 
the elevator and turned, giving Jerry and Greg their backs. 


Greg glanced up at Jerry and smiled. "Thank you," he mouthed. 


Jerry returned his smile and winked while his fingers rubbed Greg's back. 


When the elevator doors opened, they stepped out, directly into an apartment. Jerry looked around and noted 
that the windows were frosted, there were couches set up facing each other, a large TV on one wall opposite 
the small kitchen. By the frosted windows, there was a large conference table where two evidence boxes sat, 


along with several overflowing files. At the table were seated four men and two women 


One of the men looked up when they entered the apartment. "Ah, there's the witness now. Perfect" He stood 
up and came over, holding his hand out to Greg, "I'm one of the assistant Attorneys General. My name's Daniel 
Rojas. You can call me Danny, Greg. Lets get you set up." He turned to Jerry. "Thank you, detective." 


"He's not leaving." Greg pulled his hand out of the lawyer's. "And I'm not staying here. When we're finished, I'm 
going with Jerry. | know he'll keep me safe." 


"That's not how this works, Mr. Puciato. We have a very safe apartment right here. | can assure you that 
you'll be safe here. Plus, we will be meeting several times before the trial begins and during, preparing your 


testimony.” 


Greg crossed his arms. "I go with Jerry or | don't fuckin’ testify." 


Chapter Twelve 


Jerry ignored Donovan and the other goon as he paced back and forth along the frosted windows. He lit a 
cigarette and one of the women looked at him and started to say something when Rojas, who was in the middle 
of a question to Greg, shook his head at her. Jerry lit the cigarette and took a long drag before he put it in 
Greg's hand. He was paying close attention to the questions being asked and the answers being given 

"You told Detective Sims that you and Mr. Weinman were in a relationship. Is that correct?" 

"We dated, yes." Greg glanced at Jerry and took a drag of the cigarette. 


"For how long? How serious was the relationship?" 


"Um, we were together for, like, two years, | guess. But we were fighting a lot. | was going to end it. | DID end 
it. He didn't take it too good." 


"Did you end it before or after you met Mr. Minakakis?" 
Greg shot Rojas a look. "Before." He rolled his eyes. "Okay, after. But what difference does that make?" 


"The defense is gonna have a field day with this. You cheated on your romantic partner with a guy who paid 
you to fuck him." 


"Hey," Jerry started, taking a step toward Rojas. 


Greg held a hand up to stop Jerry. "Even if thats how it went down, what does it matter? It's not like cheating 


is a crime punishable by murder." 
"It matters because the jury is gonna see you as a whore." 
"Rojas, what the fuck?" Jerry growled. 


Greg shot Jerry a look that clearly told him he better butt out. "So what? So they see me as a whore. I'm not 
the guy who killed two people." 


"But you could be the guy that instigated it." 


Greg opened his mouth to fire back at Rojas but nothing came out. Instead, he sighed as he sat back in his 


chair. 


Three more hours of Rojas’ grilling and Jerry finally had enough. When Rojas tried to shove a photo of 
Minakakis' dead body in front of Greg, Jerry wedged his body between the two of them and placed his palm on 


the photo. "Enough for the day. We had a long drive and | think it's time to call it. He's exhausted" 
"What are you, Cantrell, his mommy?" Donovan piped up. Then he and his friend had a good laugh. 
"Fuck you. You're supposed to be protecting him. Instead, you been stuffing your face and watching fuckin’ TV." 


"Detective, stand down" Rojas hissed through his gritted teeth. "| suppose that is enough for today." He turned 


to Greg. “There's a bedroom and bathroom at the end of the hall. We can order whatever you want to dinner. 
I'm not staying here." Greg stood up. 

"Yes, you are." 

"| told you. l'm going with him." 

"Then he's staying here, too." 

"Like hell, | am. I'm taking him, and we'll come back tomorrow. What time?" 

"Detective, you've fulfilled your duty. Now, we'll take it from here." 

"See. That's the thing. You are thinking of him as an it, as an assignment. He's a fuckin’ person and he deserves 
better than this. Without him, you don't even have a fuckin’ case. So I'll keep Greg safe and we'll come back 
tomorrow. What. Time?" 

Greg grinned. "Or | leave with Jerry now and | don't come back at all" 

"We will detain you if we need to.” 


"Oh, yeah? What law did | break?" 


"None" Jerry gently took Greg's upper arm and steered him toward the elevator. "We're going. We'll be back at 


noon tomorrow." 

Donovan started toward Jerry and Greg. 

"| wouldn't if you wanna keep your testicles," Jerry growled. 

They were quiet in the car. Jerry drove north on the Pacific Coast Highway. He constantly checked his mirrors. 


"You never told me where we were going," Greg broke the silence. But before Jerry could respond, he 


continued talking. "Do you think that Rojas guy is right? They're not gonna care about me ‘cause | cheated?" 


"Rojas was trying to make you feel bad. Probably cause we gave them a hard time about staying in that 
apartment. Yeah, the defense is probably gonna bring up your ..unique relationship with Minakakis but it's Rojas’ 
job to figure out how to get the jury off that" 

Greg nodded. "And if he can't do that?" 

‘| don't know, baby. Then we'll figure it out" He shot the kid a smile. 

"We will?" 

"| mean ..yeah, you know ..us. The cops." 

"Oh." Greg looked out the passenger window. "You gonna tell me where we're going?" 

"Nope" 

Jerry exited the PCH at Malibu Canyon Road and drove up into the mountains. 

"Okay, now l'm getting nervous." 


"I took you to a seedy motel outside LA and then to a tiny cabin in Tahoe and now you're getting nervous?" 


Greg grinned at Jerry across the car. "Nah, I'm not nervous. Just really curious about whatever you have up 


your sleeve now." 

He slowed the car and turned onto a dirt road marked only by a wooden, hand-painted sign with a house 
number: 318. The road twisted and turned up to the top of the mountain. He drove past a large house with an 
even larger deck that overlooked the canyon below. Then there was a wooden barn with an attached pen. Two 
mini horses and a handful of goats mingled in the pen. Finally, Jerry came to a stop next to a shiny silver 
Airstream trailer. 

"Okay, what is all this?" 

"It's a farm." 

"Detective Cowboy, you are full of secrets. Is it your farm?" 


"Nah. | just rent this little piece of land from them and put my trailer on it" 


As Greg opened the door and got out, he looked around. "This is really cool. So much better than that stupid 


apartment." 


Jerry got out and whistled loudly. "The couple that owns the farm takes care of the cats when l'm not 


around." 
"Cats?" 


Two lean, short-haired cats came running out from behind the trailer, meowing loudly. They came to a skidding 


halt when they saw Greg. 


"That's Teddi," Jerry pointed to the darker cat. "And Dealer." He pointed at the lighter cat. “Rats, this is Greg." 
He went to the trunk of the car and took out his duffel bag and a couple of bags of dry goods they took from 
the cabin. 


Greg took his bag and quickly followed Jerry to the wooden, covered deck built against the side of the trailer. 
He smiled and laughed softly. "I would not have pegged you for the boho style.’ 


The deck was covered in fairy lights and gauzy curtains that were tied back. There was a long bench covered 
in pillows of all shapes and colors. A bistro table was set in the middle. And on the far side, a large hot tub. 
There were lanterns and fairy lights hanging in the adjacent tree. 


"Most of this is the girls stuff. If it was left to me, it'd be bare." 


Next to the door to the trailer, was a large wooden, antique buffet. Various cooking utensils and an expensive 
expresso maker sat atop it. Next to it was a refrigerator. In an enclosure off the deck was an outdoor 
bathroom, complete with a toilet, shower, and sink. 

"Um, please tell me there's a bathroom inside?" 

"Why? Don't wanna shower outside?" 

"| mean ..”" 

"You got naked outside in Tahoe, where it was like thirty degrees." 

‘lm glad you remember." Greg grinned. 

"How could | forget?" Jerry mumbled as he stepped up, into the trailer. He set the bags down on the kitchen 
counter directly across from the door. Then took his hat off and hung it on a peg next to the door. "Come on 


in, baby." 


Greg stepped into the trailer and took it in To the right of the door, stretched across the front of the trailer 
was what he guessed was a full-sized bed. Maybe a queen. Then there was a kitchenette with a sink, a three- 
burner stovetop, and a small refrigerator. On the other side of the door, there was a table in between two 


upholstered bench seats. Beyond the kitchen was a closed door that Greg hoped was a bathroom. And at the 


far end of the trailer, there appeared to be a bedroom. "This is really great, Jer. And so far into the 


mountains, no one’s ever gonna find us." 


"There are two beds back there. You can have that room to yourself if you don't, uh this is where | usually 


sleep. Um, you can choose." 
Teddi and Dealer came inside and Jerry picked up Teddi, cradling the cat like a baby. 


Greg took a step closer and let the cat sniff his fingertips. "| want to sleep with you," he murmured. He looked 
up at Jerry. 


| was hoping you'd say that. In the morning, I'll introduce you to the girls and their animals." 
"I'd like that. Those mini horses looked cool as fuck." 


Jerry put Teddi down on the bed and then moved to put the food away in the cabinets. "You can just relax, 


look around outside or something. You hungry?" 

"Now that you mention it, | am pretty hungry.” 

Jerry pulled a box of graham crackers out of a bag. "S'mores?" 

With a grin, Greg nodded. "Is there a fire pit out there?" 

“There is. Let me go light a fire and then I'll make a pot of coffee. There are blankets under the seat here if 
you wanna grab one." Jerry took the marshmallows and Hershey's bars from the bag and handed them to 
Greg. He held the boy's gaze for a long moment. 

Greg took the ingredients from Jerry, staring back at him. "I, um thank you ...” 

Jerry touched his cheek and gave him a quick kiss. "Shh." 

Outside, Jerry started coffee and then led Greg to the fire pit where there was a single Adirondack chair. He 
got down on one knee to pile a few logs in the pit and then light them, gently fanning the small flame until it 
caught on one of the logs. As he got to his feet again, Jerry groaned and clutched at his lower back. 

From the chair, Greg said, "You should let me rub your back for you." 

As Jerry stepped up onto the deck to fix two cups of coffee, he groaned. "I still don't think that's a good idea" 


"| can behave myself." 


"Do you think | can?" He returned to the chair and bumped it with his knee. "Up. Let me sit down" 


"You behaved back at the cabin," Greg replied with a pout as he stood up. 
"Yeah, barely." Jerry handed Greg a cup and then sat down. 
"Where am | supposed to sit down?" 


He patted his thigh. "Come here." 


"And you're worried about a back rub?" Greg grinned as he stepped between Jerry's knees and lowered himself 


to perch on Jerry's lap, slowly curling up and resting his head on the detective's shoulder. 


"It might be the thing that sends me over the edge. First, the kiss. Now this. Then a massage? There's only so 


much a man can take” 

Greg sipped his coffee. "You didn't let me say thank you for sticking up for me today: 
"| wasn't ready to let you go. 

"| hope | don't have to go into hiding after the trial” 


Jerry rubbed his cheek against Greg's hair. "You could start a new life. Move to Alaska, work on a crab boat. 


Maybe you'd rather go to New York and be a stock trader?" 
"| like LA. | want to start a new life here." 
"Then we'll make sure you can do that." 


"And, uh ..will a back rub still be a bad idea then?" 


Jerry frowned and remained quiet for a long moment. "You uh, you'd still want to see me? Or, um, did you 


mean in general?" 
"You said you would stay with me until | tell you to leave. What if | don't want you to leave?" 
"Then | won't." He tightened his arm around Greg and brushed his lips across his forehead. "Then | won't." 


Greg leaned over to put his cup down. He looped his arms around Jerry's neck and purred, "Now would be a 


good time for a kiss." 


"Think | don't know that?" He kissed the younger man, plunging his tongue into Greg's mouth. As Greg returned 
his kiss, Jerry had to shift in the chair, groaning quietly. 


"Time for s'mores!" Greg broke the kiss and giggled 
"| thought it was time for making out," Jerry grumbled 

"| have to find sticks” 

"Trust me, baby, you found one" 

"Detective!" Greg laughed, making it very apparent that he knew what he had done to Jerry. "Behave yourself" 
"You don't make it very easy 


"| don't know what you're talking about” Greg got up and walked away, glancing over his shoulder at Jerry, who 


had reached down between his legs to adjust himself. 


When Greg turned back to search for a stick, Jerry quietly got up and swooped in, wrapping his arms around 
the younger man and attacking his neck with kisses and little nibbles. Greg yelped and placed his hands on 


Jerry's arms. 
"Kiss me. | want you to kiss me." He whispered in Greg's ear and then turned him around. 


Greg smiled as he took Jerry's face in both hands and pulled him down into a kiss that took his breath away. 
He felt Jerry's arms tighten around him, one of those big hands slipped under his shirt and the warmth of it 
against his skin made Greg shiver. And just when he was going to press his body against Jerry, he felt 
something brush against his leg and then heard a meow. 


"Not now, Teddi!" 


Chapter Thirteen 


Jerry loosened his arms around Greg and leaned back just enough to put an inch of space between their 


bodies. "| think Teddi's mad that someone else is getting Daddy's attention" 
"Poor kitty. Or maybe she's just trying to get us to behave." 
Jerry dropped his arms and took a step backward. "She's probably right. I'm sorry for getting carried away." 


Greg grinned. "Are you apologizing to me or her? ‘Cause | definitely don't need an apology." He took Jerry's 


arms and wrapped him back around himself. 


"Maybe to myself" He pulled his arms back again but reached for Greg's hand. "Let's sit down. | want a 


s'more.” 
"But we still need sticks!" 


Jerry grinned and held up one finger. He brought Greg with him to the outdoor kitchen and pulled a drawer 


open, taking out two metal skewers. "Think these will work?" 


Greg rolled his eyes as he took the skewers from Jerry. Back at the fire, he sat on Jerry's lap again and 


toasted marshmallows, and constructed the s'mores. 


After Jerry ate his second s'more, he licked some chocolate off his fingers. "Um, can | ask you a question, 


baby?" 
As he put the skewers down, Greg replied, "Of course. Anything." 


"Well, um, this is LA, right? And Minakakis was loaded. | feel like sleazy motels and tiny cabins in the woods, and 


now my trailer „they're not your scene." 


"| didn't really hear a question in there. And | don't have a scene. We didn't go out a lot. | wasn't hitting the 
club every night or anything." 


"But you're used to much more than this.’ 


| mean I'm used to being spoiled, but it wasn't about what he could buy for me. It was about having his 


attention. 
"You have my attention, that's for fuckin’ sure." 


Greg laughed. "Do |?" 


Jerry rolled his eyes and moaned. "God, when you laugh .. 
"What?" 

"| just love to hear it. Makes me feel .." 

Happy?" 

"Yeah, let's go with that" Jerry poked his side. 

Greg laughed again and squirmed. 

With a kiss on Greg's neck, Jerry asked, "Would you do this with me night after night?" 
"Sit on your lap and make s‘mores? Yep." 

"You'll never get bored or wish | could bring expensive presents?" 

"What's your definition of expensive?" 


"Baby, | don't make a lot of money. | don't have a house or a nice car. I'm old and grumpy. But I'll treasure the 


time | spend with you." 

‘I'm pretty sure | wouldn't get bored with you. | just need a lot of attention" 

Jerry studied the younger man's expression. There was something swimming in Greg's eyes, something that 
made Jerry choose his words carefully. "I've figured that out about you, yes. And | want to give you all of 
mine." 

Greg drew him into a kiss, sliding one hand to the back of his head and tangling his fingers in Jerry's hair. 
Jerry rested one hand on Greg's hip while the other slowly moved up his thigh. Greg moaned against Jerry's 
parted lips and the kiss deepened. His hand in Jerry's hair tightened, causing him to groon. 

"Time go to inside. | wanna put this fire out," Jerry whispered. "The one in the pit." 

Greg laughed and before he pulled his hand away, he gave Jerry's hair a short but firm tug. 

"Hey! What was that for?" 


"Just testing.” 


“Testing what?" 


"Did you like it?" 
"Did | like it when you pulled my hair?" 


"Some people are into that." Greg shrugged as he stood up. He bent to pick up the graham crackers and 


marshmallows. 

Jerry stood and gave Greg's ass a hard smack. 
‘Hey! 

"Some people are into that." 


| know! | am one of those people." Greg grinned and started for the trailer. He glanced over his shoulder and 


laughed when he saw Jerry staring after him. 


After he put the fire out, Jerry called the cats and stepped into the doorway of the trailer to find Greg 


sitting on the bed. "| wanna ask you something else.” 

"Okay." 

He didn't speak right away, instead continued to look at the younger man. His lips curled in a tight smile. "This is 
so .." He looked down at his hands as if the question he wanted to ask was written on his palms. "Do | make 
you feel the way you make me feel, or am | just some silly, horny, old bastard?" 


"Come here." Greg held his hand out toward him. 


Jerry closed the trailer door and turned the lock. He sat down next to Greg. "Sometimes | feel like a fuckin’ fool 


around you.” 


Greg turned his body toward him and took Jerry's face in both hands. He gave him the barest of kisses. "Now 
you listen to me, detective. You keep making it harder and harder for me to remind you to behave. Because | 
don't want you to behave. But more than that, | don't want you to do something you'll regret and have to 


leave me." 


He closed his eyes and brought one hand up to cover Greg's and he turned his face to nuzzle into the younger 


man's palm. 
‘| want you, Jerry. | want to be wherever you are." 


"| promise | won't always be this emotional" He gave Greg an embarrassed smile as the cats circled his feet 


and cried. 


"| don't really mind it. It's kinda cute." 
As he took down a bag of cat food from a cabinet, Jerry chuckled. "You think I'm cute?" 
"You have your moments.” 


He poured food into two bowls and took them into the back bedroom, closing the door when the cats ran in to 


eat. 

"Do they usually sleep with you?" 

"Yeah." 

"But you're closing them up in there? They've missed you! What if they get mad at me?" 

"Too bad. I'd rather sleep with you." He put the bag back in the cabinet and then stood in front of Greg, smiling 
down at him and sliding his fingers through his hair. He took one step backward and started to unbutton his 
shirt. 

Greg put his hands on Jerry's and stood up. "Can |?" 


"Only if | can .do, uh, do the same to you." 


With a grin, Greg began opening the buttons. "I'd like that a lot" Once Jerry's shirt was open, Greg slid his 
hands under it and around his shoulders, pushing the shirt off. 


Jerry pulled the sleeves off his arms and let the shirt fall to the floor. He bit his lip, feeling a flush creep up 
his cheeks as his shaking hands reached for the hem of Greg's shirt. 


"Don't be scared," Greg whispered as he kissed Jerry's throat. "You're safe." 
"Fuck," Jerry sighed as his hands moved to Greg's sides and slid up, taking his shirt with them. 


Their eyes met as Greg raised his arms over his head. Jerry lifted the shirt off of him and dropped it on the 
floor. His hands pressed flat against Greg's chest. 


"You are so ..god, so beautiful" Jerry let his hands slip down Greg's stomach and open the button on his jeans. 


"Do you know how many times I've thought about you getting into the hot tub that first time?" 
"Do you know how frustrated | was?" 


"Frustrated? Why?" 


"Because, detective, | wanted you." Greg laughed. "And | thought you wanted me, and then nothing happened. It 


was weird and confusing." 

Jerry slipped his arms around Greg, letting his fingers dip into the younger man’s jeans. "I did. | do. Its just 
very complicated" He hesitated. "All those reasons | had then for not doing anything are still .they still exist. 
But there's more." 

Greg's eyebrows knotted. "More?" 

"| haven't been with anyone since Molly died" 

"Im glad you told me that." Greg smiled and rubbed his hands up and down Jerry's biceps. 

"You are? Why?" 

"Because now it's a little less confusing. | get it. | get why you're taking it so slow." 

"I told you, I'm an old-fashioned guy." 


"| know." 


"| wouldn't be holding you like this or undressing you or ..anything ..if | didn't feel something for you, Greg. | do, 
and it's..." 


"Scary. | get it. | think | feel something for you, too." He dropped his gaze and pulled away from Jerry, 
mumbling, "I wish | could take back what | said that night at the cabin" 


Jerry guided Greg to sit back down on the bed. "What?" 


Greg kept his head down "When | said | didn't feel as strongly as you. | wasn't really trying to hurt you. | 
guess | was just trying to protect myself. ‘Cause | could feel it starting ..." 


As he slipped off the bed to his knees at Greg's feet, Jerry untied one of the younger man's boots and pulled 
it off. "I get it. | did a lot of that, too. Or at least, | tried" He took off the other boot and put them aside. 


"There's something | need to show you but | don't want you to be scared" 
"Well, with that kind of build-up, now | am scared." 


He moved to the side and lifted a ring in the floor, turning it and lifting a hatch to reveal the ground below the 
trailer. "If | tell you to, | need you to open this and climb through. See? It opens to the ground below the 
trailer. Get out and run, Greg. Understand?" 


Greg leaned forward slightly to peer down to the ground. He looked at Jerry as he spoke and bit his lip. "l 
understand," he murmured. 


Jerry closed the hatch and then placed a hand on Greg's knee to help himself back to his feet. "Just run. Don't 


worry about me." 

"How am | supposed to not worry about you?" 

"Just fuckin’ run, please? Its more important that you get away and that you're safe." He straightened and 
picked up his holster that was sitting on the kitchenette’s counter, taking the gun out and placing it on a shelf 
near the head of the bed. Then Jerry pulled his boots off and kicked them aside. He took his jeans off and left 
them on the floor so he was left in only his shorts. 

Greg reached for his hips and slowly got to his feet. He smiled up at Jerry, letting his hands roam over his 
sides and around his back. Jerry gave him a kiss before he climbed onto the bed and stretched out on his side, 
propping his head up on an elbow to watch Greg take his pants off. 

"Should | leave these on?" Greg asked as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts. 


"I think ..yeah, that's probably a good idea. For now. If that's okay with you, baby." He held out his hand to 


Greg. "Come here." 
"Of course, its okay." Greg took Jerry's hand and got into bed, lying on his side and facing Jerry. 


Jerry slid his hand up Greg's arm and over the tattoos on his shoulder and chest. "How long have you had all 


of these?" 


"Years. Started when | was like seventeen and haven't stopped" Greg touched the tattoo on Jerry's shoulder. 


"What about you?" 
"Got that one when | was about twenty-four. My first. And | got a few more." 
"| like how it feels. It's like takes me to this higher plane. Does that sound stupid?" 


"No. Why would it sound stupid? | get it. I's relaxing." With one hand on Greg's hip, he pulled him closer. 


"Speaking of relaxing, | have a confession to make." 
Greg purred as he nuzzled Jerry's shoulder, "Hmm?" 
"In the shower yesterday, | thought about you." 


"Is that so, detective?" 


Jerry's hand slipped to Greg's ass, clutching one cheek. "Mmhmm:" 

"Ive given you a lot of thought, too" 

"What did you think about?" 

"| thought about your strong hands touching me and your beard tickling me. What did you think about?" 


"Were you turned on? Did you jerk off? | thought about sliding my fingers through your hair and looking deep 


into your eyes while you sucked my cock." 

Greg drew in a sharp breath and closed his eyes. With a low moan, he replied, "I'd love to do that for you." He 
pushed his knee between Jerry's thighs. "I was insanely turned on and had to get myself off" His eyes sparkled 
with mischief as he asked, "Did you?" 

Jerry nipped at Greg's neck and whispered, "Fuck, yes.” 

The younger man tilted his head and sighed. "| have a confession of my own" 

"Hmm?" 

"Whenever you whisper in my ear, it goes straight to my dick" 

"I'm glad to know this. Every time you laugh, it does make me happy, but it also goes straight to my dick" 


"lim glad to know that." 


Jerry urged Greg onto his back and moved on top of him, settling in between the younger man's spread legs. 


He rolled his hips, grinding his erection against Greg. He stole a kiss as he thrust against him. 

"Careful, detective. | don't wanna make a mess in my shorts." 

"Maybe now would be a good time to take them off" 

"Would you care to help me with that?" 

"I'd love to." He gave Greg a searing kiss as he pushed a hand into his shorts. As he kissed his way down 
Greg's chest, he inched his shorts lower and lower. When Greg lifted his hips off the bed, Jerry drew the 
boxer briefs down, freeing his cock. He sat back on his heels as he pulled Greg's shorts down his legs and off 


completely. After Jerry dropped them on the floor, he turned back and merely looked at the boy laid out 


before him. "You are so fuckin’ gorgeous." 


Greg blushed and slowly shook his head as his hand swept across his chest and down, curling around his cock 
and stroking it slowly. 


"Yeah, hold it for me," Jerry murmured as he lowered his head and took Greg into his mouth. 
Greg hissed and knotted his fingers in Jerry's hair. 


"You have to promise me something,” Jerry murmured and then licked the shaft, eliciting a shudder from 


Greg, 

"What? Fuck, anything. Anything, Jerry" 

Promise me you won't hold anything back Tonight, or ever” 

Greg lifted his head and looked down, meeting Jerry's gaze. "I promise” 

"Good boy." He smiled and then closed his lips around Greg's cock again 

Greg spread his legs wider and bucked his hips while he leaned back on his elbows, watching the tangle of 
Jerry's blond hair in his lap. With one hand, he gathered it and held it at the back of Jerry's head so that he 


could watch. "Fuck, | need this so bad." 


After, Jerry wound his arms around Greg and held him tight. He kissed the boy's head and purred, "You taste 


even better than | imagined" 


"Remind me to ask you the story of how you got so good at sucking cock. Right now, though, I'm gonna pass 
out" 


Chapter Fourteen 


Greg woke up completely ensnared by Jerry. His blond hair was in Greg's face, his arms were wrapped around 
him, and one of the detective's legs was tangled between his. For a moment, he was still, smiling as he sniffed 
the hollow of Jerry's throat. Then Greg tried to roll over. He carefully untangled himself and shifted to face 
the wall, wiggling his body back against Jerry. 


Jerry pulled him back and grumbled in Greg's ear, rolling his hips. 

"What's that? Sorry, | don't speak grumpy bear." 

Jerry's beard tickled Greg's neck "You better learn if you're gonna stick around." 

Greg sighed dramatically. "I'll do my best. Oh, that reminds me. | want you to teach me to shoot." 
"Shoot what?" 

"A gun. 
Jerry lifted his head to look over Greg's shoulder at his face. Greg slanted his head and looked at Jerry. 


"But why?" 


‘| mean | don't want to own a gun or anything, but | thought maybe if | knew how, I'd just feel better.” 


Jerry studied his face for a long moment. "Okay." 


Greg kissed him and then settled back down, shifting again to try and press back against his detective. 


"Did you sleep well?" 


"Mmhmm. Did you?" 


"Mmhmm. Like you in my bed" 


"Yeah?" 


"Had a dream." 


"What was it about?" 


"You." 


Greg turned and peered up at Jerry again "A sex dream?" 


Jerry's lips curved in a little grin while a touch of pink colored his cheeks. 


"Detective!" Greg giggled. "Tell me alllll about it." 


‘| met you on the beach. You were wearing this ..| don't know ..it was white and satin and the breeze caught it 


"Like a robe?" 


He shook his head. "More like ...a ..a little ..um, a little slip thing.” 


Greg smiled. "A nightie?" 


Jerry bit his lip and nodded. 


"Go on. What else did we do in your dream?" 


"You let me take it off of you.” 


"That sounds like me." 


"And then we made love on a blanket by a fire." 


"That sounds nice. Minus the sand." 


Jerry purred in his ear, "It was beautiful. You were beautiful. Reminded me a lot of my .." He trailed off, 
pressing kisses to Greg's shoulder. 


"Molly." 


Jerry nodded. 


Greg squirmed to roll over again, facing Jerry and pressing a kiss to his lips. 


"I'm sorry," Jerry whispered. 


‘Its okay. | can't expect you not to think about her." 


"The truth is," Jerry began as he smoothed a hand over Greg's hair and rested it at the back of his head. 


"You remind me so much of her." 


"That's a good thing, isn't it?" 


"| guess ..as long as it doesn't hurt you." 


"Well, | mean it's more than just that, isn't it?" 


"More than what?" 


"| mean why you're „why you „why you like me. It's more than just because | remind you of her, right?" 


Jerry leaned back a little to study Greg's face again. He could see something just below the surface, something 
threatening to dull the shine in his eyes. "Yeah, baby. Of course, it's more than that. You have this way of 


making me feel human again. Something | just assumed | had long forgotten 


"Then I'm not hurt. I'm actually kind of .." He laughed softly. "I think I'm the emo one this morning." 


Jerry kissed Greg then murmured, "Sure would love to see you in that nightie, though." 


"Maybe we'll have to find one." He kissed Jerry back. "And a blanket" He kissed him again. "And a beach" He 
laughed softly when his stomach growled. "And breakfast." 


"You know where the kitchen is." 


"l'm a guest!" 


"No, you're not. | don't usually suck off my guests." 


"You better not. So then, what am |?" 


"You're ..a friend." 


Greg laughed. "A friend? Wow. | guess you do treat your friends pretty well” 


"Some friends are a little cuter than others." 


"Now I'm a cute friend?" 


"A little.” Jerry rolled onto his back and pulled Greg on top of him, taking his face in both hands and kissing 


him. 


"You need to let your cute friend go and find some breakfast," Greg murmured. 


"Are you going to find me breakfast, too?" 


"Suppose." 


"That's what friends are for." Jerry reached down and gave Greg's ass a hard swat. 


"Hey! What have | told you about that?" He scowled deeply as he slid off of Jerry and stood up, rubbing his 


OSs. 


Jerry turned on his side and propped his head up on an elbow. "I think you said something about | shouldn't do 
it if we couldn't go further." 


"Exactly." 


The detective merely raised an eyebrow. 


Greg opened his mouth to say something else when he gave Jerry a double take. "You're serious? Now?" 


"Maybe ..maybe not right now, but .." 


Greg bent over and took Jerry's chin in one hand, giving him a long, deep kiss. "I can't wait." 


He remained in bed, watching Greg in the kitchen. "After breakfast, | could take you up to the house to meet 
the girls." 


Greg poured a bowl full of Cheerios and ate them with his fingers. "I would love that. You're wonderful and all, 


but | could use some interaction with someone other than Rojas and the goon squad." 


"Just wonderful?" Jerry huffed. 


"Listen, you called me just ‘a little cuter’ and now you're bent about being called wonderful?" 


"What about like wonderfully sexy or wonderfully funny or ..” 


"You're all the wonderful things. Happy?" 


"Wonderfully" Jerry shot him a big, toothy grin as he finally got out of bed and went to the door. He stepped 
outside, not for a second hesitating because he was half-naked, started coffee, and then used the outdoor 
bathroom to freshen up. He returned inside with two mugs of hot coffee. "Hey, did they mention anything 


about finding you a suit or something when the trial rolls around?" 


"Rojas actually said | could wear something of my own if | had a suit. Like he didn't think | had any or 


something.” 


"You do?" 


"Yeah, a closet full of stuff | can wear. If | could get any of it” 


"lIl go get it. Give me a list of stuff you want from the house." 


"Really?" 


‘Of course. | could, uh, go now. We can ask the girls if you can hang out up there until | get back" 


"That would be amazing, Jer. Thank you." 


Greg used Jerry's notepad and pen to write out a list of the items he wanted from his closet. His charcoal 
Tom Ford suit, his black Prada shoes, a white dress shirt, a pink tie, a couple of pairs of jeans, his pair of 
Palladium boots, and a few pairs of his Andrew Christian boxer briefs. He even drew a map of his closet to 


help Jerry find these things. 


Jerry looked at the list and frowned. He looked at Greg. 


"I know what you're thinking. Don't say it, please. | told you." 


Jerry nodded as he put the list in his pocket. "I'm gonna be glad when this is all over." 


"You're gonna be glad? l'm gonna be ecstatic." 


"Gonna be hard. For a while." 


"What do you mean?" 


If you stay with me, how will | ever let you out of my sight? If you, um, choose to leave, how will | ever let 


you go?" 


"| don't want to go anywhere, Jerry.” 


"How will this work, though? We can't stay here. You need a life. You need a life. You need to be able to come 


and go and feel sate." 


"We don't have to figure it all out right now." 


‘lm just saying you'll feel safe somewhere else. Not in LA” 


"Okay, but can we not think about that right now? For all we know, Ben will get off and I'll have to disappear.” 
Greg bit his lip as he stared down into his coffee cup. 


Jerry sighed. "l'm sorry, baby.’ 


‘Im just not really letting myself think too far ahead” 


‘| get it. | haven't really given myself permission to think about the future until just a couple of days ago." 


Greg's voice was barely a murmur. "We could both go somewhere." 


Jerry's brow knotted. 


"You don't have to say anything. Not right now. | just ..you told me not to hold back so .." 


"We'll find a way to be together and be safe." He put his coffee mug in the sink and then turned to find his 
jeans. "What do you say we go see the girls and I'll go get your stuff?" 


"Perfect" 


Jerry didn't bother knocking when he entered through the kitchen door, allowing Greg to follow. "Hey, Mel? 


Erin?" 


A short woman in her late mid-thirties with pixie-cut brown hair entered the kitchen from another part of 


the house. "Hey, Jer!" She noticed Greg standing next to him. "Oh, hello. I'm Melanie.” 


Greg smiled. "Hi, I'm Greg." 


Another woman, tall with long blonde hair in two braids came in. "Hey, what's going on?" 


"This is Greg. | have to go out. Can he hang out with you guys for a little while?" 


‘lm Erin. Nice to meet you, Greg." She shared a look with Mel. "Jerry's never brought anyone back to the 


farm with him." 


"Oh, yeah. He's babysitting me. And pawning me off on you guys, now." 


Jerry shook his head. "I'm not pawning you off. You want these things and l'm not letting you be alone while I'm 


gone." 


Greg gave the girls a "see?" look. 


Mel held her hand out toward Greg. "You can totally hang out with us, sweetie. We can talk shit about Jerry 


while he's not here." 


Greg grinned as he crossed the room toward the girls. "Perfect" 


"Whatever they tell you is a lie." 


Mel linked her arm through Greg's. "You wish, old man. Now, get outta here." 


"Fine. I'll be back as soon as | can And Greg?" 


"Yeah?" He turned and looked at Jerry, meeting his gaze. 


After a moment, the older man smiled. "You're safe here." 


Greg smiled. "I know." 


The detective turned for the door but stopped and turned back to say something else. 


"Gol We got this. He'll be fine and we will call you if we need you." Erin shooed Jerry. 


After Jerry left, Mel took Greg out to the big deck that overlooked the farm. Erin followed with three cups of 


coffee and they sat down at a long wooden table with a vase of wildflowers in the middle. 


"We got in last night so | didn't get to see the place in full sunlight. Its beautiful. | can't wait to meet the 


horses and goats. Are there other animals?" 


"We have the mini horses, goats, a few chickens and ducks, a lazy, old dog, and Jerry's cats." 


"IFs amazing." 


"We met Jerry through a friend of ours. He heard we had a quiet piece of property away from the city and 
asked if he could park the trailer on it for a few months." 


"| heard that turned into four years." 


Erin smiled and nodded. "It was after he lost M-" 


"Erin!" Mel cut her off. 


"IFs okay. He told me about Molly." 


"Did he? Interesting." 


"He doesn't talk to anybody,” Erin said. 


"Well, we've been kind of cooped up together for a long time." 


"Is that right?" Mel and Erin exchanged another look. "And you just talked?" 


Mel smacked Erin's arm. 


"Yeah, just talked .." Greg grinned and picked up his coffee. "And cuddled," he murmured into the cup. 


"| knew it!" Mel was triumphant. "| could see it on his face as soon as he walked in the door." 


"That's all I'm going to say. He's going to be grumpy enough." 


"Well, you should know by now that his bark is worse than his bite." 


"I bet he knows all about Jerry's bite. Don't you?" Mel giggled. 


Greg laughed as he turned a little red. "Yeah, I've figured that out" 


"Are we allowed to ask why Jerry's protecting you or where he's been for the last couple of months?" 


"| don't know. Probably not." With a smirk, Greg continued, “Guess we'll just have to keep talking about Jerry.” 


Mel gave her wife a look before she told Greg, "You're in good hands. He's a good cop." 


"And an even better man," Erin added. 


"I know. He's kept me safe so far. And really went out of his way to make me feel safe." 


"Mel and | had a bet. | bet her Jerry was bi and she said no way." 


Mel shook her head and rolled her eyes. 


"So now she has to do the dishes for a month." 


"Why do | have to do the dishes? He hasn't confirmed anything.” 


‘Oh, my god! Are you kidding? Look at him." Erin held her hand out toward Greg. "Look at how cute he is and 


l'm supposed to believe Jerry hasn't touched him?" 


"Did more than touch me." Greg winked and took a sip of his coffee. 


Erin stuck her tongue out at her wife. 


"So, does he just not talk to you guys a lot or something?" 


"He doesn't tell us much about himself at all. He pays his rent, asks us to watch the cats now and then, and 


makes small talk sometimes. That's about it." 


Erin's expression changed. "We, uh, we got married six months ago. Asked him to come. It was a small 


ceremony here in the yard with a handful of friends. He stayed away all day. Said he was working." 


Greg frowned. "Maybe he thought it would be too hard." 


Mel covered Erin's hand. "Maybe. He apologized -in a card, of course - and gave us a guitar. | thought that 
was a strange wedding gift." 


Erin picked up right where Mel left off. "I looked it up. It's a 1966 Gibson Hummingbird. It's worth around ten 


thousand dollars." 


Greg almost dropped his cup. "What?" 


"Yeah." 


"He must really care for you guys.” 


"I think so. He has his own way of showing it, | guess. Remember that." 


He leaned across the table. "Okay, what | really want to know is how to | make the cats like me?" 


"You don't. Accept it" 


"But they're so cute!" 


"And they know it. They have Jerry wrapped around their little," Mel held up her little finger. "Claw." 


"So if you plan on sticking around, get used to coming third after the prince and princess." 


"Very subtle, Erin" Mel shook her head. 


"lIl have to give that some thought. So what do you guys do? Is this place, like, just home or a business or?" 


"This is our primary business. We have a couple of rooms on Airbnb. We rent out the space for weddings or 


photoshoots. We sell eggs and veggies at the farmer's market." 


"That's so cool. It's so gorgeous and quiet up here." 


"Yeah, getting out of the city was important to us." 


"| can see the appeal. Even if | wasn't hiding out" 


"Then we hope you'll stick around. | bet Jerry does, too." 


"But don't expect him to actually say that." 


Greg grinned. If they knew how wrong they were about that. "I hope | do, too." 


After a walking tour of the farm where Greg finally met the horses and goats and the old dog that slowly 
followed them around, he was enlisted to help Erin collect eggs and clean out the laying boxes. After that, Mel 
had him help her fix one of the gates on the goats' pen. They were sitting down to lunch when Jerry returned. 
He parked and waved at them on the deck before he came through the house. 


"I told you. Everything they said is a lie." 


Mel rolled her eyes. "You're not fooling anyone, old man. You're sweet on the kid here, and you love us." 


Jerry stepped up behind Greg and placed his hand on the back of his neck. "See? Liars. We should go before 
they fill your head with more lies." 


Greg tilted his head back to look up at Jerry. "But we just started lunch. Sit down" He patted the bench beside 


him. 


He hesitated, looking at Mel and Erin, who stared at him with eyebrows raised. Finally, Jerry relented and 
stepped over the bench to sit down next to Greg. He listened to the three of them talk about him like he 
wasn't there, likely what they'd been doing all morning. After they ate sandwiches, Jerry and Greg left to go 
back down to the trailer. 


As they were walking to the car, Greg turned and waved at the girls. "We'll talk again soon” 


"Yeah, come back up here if you wanna talk to someone who talks back." 


"I talk," Jerry grumbled. 


"Yes, dear. | know." Greg smiled and kissed Jerry's cheek. Then he turned to look over his shoulder at the girls 
and wink at them. 


In the car, as they headed down to the trailer, Greg said, "They care about you, you know." 


"| know." 


"Even though you apparently never talk to them. 


Jerry's brow knotted. 


‘lm sorry. | was just teasing you." 


‘Its okay. | don't mean to never talk to them. It's just ..| haven't really talked to anyone. Until you." 


"I know. They do, too." 


Jerry parked the car and went to the trunk. When Greg joined him, he pulled out a large, black, hard-shell 
suitcase and a small white paper shopping bag. "The suit is in that bag and | found this in your closet for 
everything else. Kid, that closet is bigger than the trailer. Holy shit” 


"Thanks. How, uh, how did the house look?" 


"Massive. And empty." 


Greg bit the inside of his cheek as he lifted the garment bag out of the trunk. 


Chapter Fifteen 


Jerry had stashed the little shopping bag away, insisting it had to wait until they returned from the meeting 
with Rojas. 


As soon as Jerry killed the engine, Greg grinned. "Okay, we're home now. Are you going to tell me what's in 


that bag or do | need to go grab it, myself?" 

"Dont .don't go get it, yourself Let me | mean, its really nothing. We don't need t -" 
"Detective Cantrell, if you don't tell me what's in that bag, ll -" 

Jerry quickly leaned across the car and kissed Greg, "You'll what?" 

"| dort know, but you won't like it" 

"| highly doubt that 


Greg blushed and shook his head as he got out of the car. He raced into the trailer. Jerry followed him in and 
caught Greg looking under the pillows on the bed. 


"Its not there." 


"Where did you put it?" 


"Sit down for a minute. We need to talk." 


"| don't wanna talk! | talked for four hours. | want whatever's in that bag, old man!" 


Jerry smiled tightly as he pressed his hand to Greg's chest and urged him to sit down on the bed. He took the 
bag out of a drawer in the kitchen and sat down next to Greg, staring down at his fingers as they fidgeted 
with the bag's handles. When he spoke, it seemed like he was talking to the bag. "I would have been home 
sooner this morning, but | stopped to, uh, to find something." 


"Okay?" Greg answered quietly as he studied the side of Jerry's face. 


"If you don't like it, I'll understand. It's nothing fancy. Not what you're used to, I'll bet” 


He gently rested his hand on top of Jerry's. "Jerry, can | see it?" 


Jerry shoved the bag into Greg's hand and then stood up, taking his hat off and raking his fingers through his 
hair. "| don't know if | got the right size. | didn't even know what size to buy for Molly and then you're not 
„you don't have lady parts and | just guessed. | don't know if it'll fit ya or not." 


Greg grinned as he plucked the tissue paper out of the bag and then reached in. His grin grew wider as he 
pulled out a piece of silky, soft white fabric. "Is this what | think it is?" He found the two spaghetti straps and 
held them up, letting the fabric fall in front of him. He let out a soft gasp. "Is this the nightie from your 


dream? You went and found this for me?" 


Jerry rubbed a hand over his face. "It was a stupid idea. Forget it" He tried to take the nightie out of Greg's 
hands but Greg pulled it out of his reach. 


Greg stood up, holding the nightie in one hand. He put his arms around Jerry's neck. "It's not a stupid idea. Its 


beautiful, and | love it" 


He returned the hug and pushed his face into Greg's neck, holding him tightly for a long time. 


"Thank you. It's so thoughtful. | love it. | love that you told me about that dream and then you went to find 
this for me." As he pulled back, Greg continued, "No one's ever really ..told me things like that. Never 


something so romantic." 


Jerry took his hat off and held it in both hands, using his fingers to turn it. His cheeks flushed as he 


whispered, "Can | see it on you?" 


Greg kissed one of those reddened cheeks. "Of course. Sit down, Detective." He turned Jerry around and sat him 


down on the bed and then went into the back bedroom to change. 


After Greg closed the door, Jerry let out the breath he had been holding and unbuttoned the top couple of 
buttons on his shirt. He stood up and paced back and forth in the kitchenette. "Get a fuckin’ grip, Cantrell,” he 
grumbled to himself as he raked his fingers through his hair. 


Then the door opened. Jerry whirled around and looked Greg up and down He stood in the doorway in nothing 
but the nightie. Jerry drank him in, from his bare feet and muscled thighs to the soft outline of his cock 
under the silky material to his shoulders so bulky that the delicate strap against them seemed to be a breath 


away from snapping. "Greg ..wow.." 


Greg bit his lip as his hands swept down the nightie, not knowing where to rest. He took a step toward Jerry. 


"Is this how | looked in your dream?" 


When Greg stopped a couple of inches in front of him, Jerry reached out and touched the satin at Greg's hip. 


He nodded and whispered, "You're so beautiful, it makes me weak" 


"You were right. This isn't something I'm used to, but | think | like it” 


"I just meant you were used to things that cost more than twenty bucks." 


"Well, | meant that | haven't ever worn pretty, girly things before." He brought his arms up, circling Jerry's 
neck. "And you know the expression, ‘it's the thought that counts? Its especially true right now.’ 


Jerry rested his hands on Greg's hips, his fingers caressing the satin "I made another stop on my way home." 


"Did you?" Greg grinned. "Where did you go?" 


His face turned bright red as he bit his lip. 


"Tell me, Jerry. Please?" 
Y 


Jerry gave Greg a kiss. "The drugstore" 


The grin that spread across Greg's lips was obscene. "Is that so?" 


He picked Greg up, hands slipping under the nightie and palming his bare bottom. Jerry turned and bent to 
gently lay Greg down on the bed. The younger man let his arms slip away from Jerry, falling easily to the bed. 
Jerry held himself up on one knee and a hand. He gazed down at Greg, hoping to convey with his eyes the awe 
he felt for what was about to happen between them. 


Licking his lips, Greg reached up and tucked a lock of Jerry's hair behind his ear. "We don't have to do this if 


you're not ready." 


"I am, baby. But l'm afraid Ill disappoint you." 


Greg's fingers lingered against his cheek. "You won't" 


Jerry leaned over and gave Greg a slow, deep kiss. He then stood up and pulled his boots off. Jerry moved onto 
the bed, settling on his knees between Greg's legs. He slid his hands up the younger man's thighs, taking the 
hem of the nightie and letting it pool just below his cock. Greg reached for Jerry's shirt and opened the rest 
of the buttons. 


"I have made love to you so many times in my mind," Jerry purred as he watched his hands on Greg's thighs. 
‘Guess that makes me a dirty old man 


If | did the same thing, what does that make me?" Greg slid his hands under Jerry's shirt at his shoulders 
and pushed it off. 


"Makes you a dirty, young man" Jerry pulled his shirt off, letting it fall to the bed behind him. He hooked his 
hands under Greg's knees and hauled him closer, causing the nightie to rise and expose the younger man's hard 


cock. Jerry rolled his hips and thrust his denim-clad erection against Greg's naked ass. 


"That sounds about right, especially around you." As Jerry's hands slid up Greg's sides, pulling the nightie with 
them, Greg sighed, "I like the way the satin feels." 


"I do, too. | like the way your body feels under it, so firm and hard" Jerry sat back on his heels and unbuckled 
his belt. 


Greg's eyes darted to his hands, tongue flicking out to lick his top lip. "Very hard” 


Jerry left his jeans unzipped before he leaned back over Greg and ghosted his lips across his jaw. "Can | turn 


you over and taste your sweet pussy?" 


"Jesus ..y-yes. Fuck, yes." 


Jerry sat back to give Greg room to sit up. When he did, Jerry reached for the nightie and pulled it over 
Greg's head, dropping it to the bed before he reached for Greg's chest with both hands. "So fuckin’ gorgeous." 


Greg stole a kiss before he carefully swung his leg over Jerry and turned over, onto his stomach. He pulled 
his knees up under his body, forcing his ass into the air, while he kept his shoulders down on the bed. 


"Fuck, | want you so much," Jerry whimpered while he took hold of Greg's hips. 


Im yours, Jerry. | mean it. | was yours before | even knew it” 


Jerry fished a bottle of lube and a box of condoms out of his discarded jacket pocket before he shifted on the 
bed. He gently cupped and massaged Greg's ass cheeks. "Can't wait to taste you." He spread the cheeks and 


swiped his tongue over Greg's hole. 


"Fuck, Jerry," Greg moaned as he fisted the sheets. 


"You need this, don't you, baby?" Jerry purred before he flicked his tongue back and forth against Greg's 


entrance. 


"| do. | need it so bad." Greg rolled his hips, pushing back against Jerry. 


| want to be everything you need" Jerry flattened his tongue and pressed it against Greg before he took two 
long, wet licks, slowly coaxing the younger man open. He licked a stripe up Greg's crack, eliciting the sweetest 
groan from him and causing him to keen forward, arching his back and stretching his arms out in front of him. 


Jerry swept his beard back and forth across Greg's cheeks. 


"Oh, fuck, Jesus," Greg sighed. 


Jerry teased Greg some more with his tongue before brushing his beard against the underside of the younger 


man's balls. Greg's knees spread farther apart as he arched his back some more, pushing up onto his palms. 


| want it, Jerry, please. Fuck me." 


Jerry popped open the cap on the lube bottle and coated his middle finger with it. "Soon, baby," he murmured 
as he introduced his finger and very gently pushed it into Greg, pausing at the first knuckle and pressing a kiss 
to Greg's cheek. 


"Oh, yeah. That's good." Greg's sigh was long and low. He dropped to his shoulders again, melting around Jerry's 
finger. 


He pushed deeper and slowly pulled out, repeating as he built a rhythm. Soon he had Greg falling apart. 


"Give me more. | need more. | need your cock, Jerry, please.” 


"Do you want to turn around and take it out?" 


"Yes!" Greg slid off Jerry's finger and turned around, reaching for his jeans as he gave him a kiss. 


"Uh-uh," Jerry moaned into the kiss. He pulled away from Greg's hands and stood up, momentarily grabbing at 
his lower back but refusing to make a noise. When Greg moved to the edge of the bed and sat back on his 
heels, Jerry carded his fingers through the younger man's hair. "When you thought about us being together, 


tell me how we did it?" 


Greg made quick work of pushing Jerry's jeans and shorts down, freeing his cock. "How didn't we? Sometimes it 
was slow and teasing, sometimes it was hard and fast" 


"When | dreamed about us on the beach, you were on your back with your legs wrapped around me. | went 


slow." 


"| think I'd like our first time to be just like that," Greg purred before he bent his head and placed a soft kiss 
on the tip of Jerry's cock. 


‘Our first time," Jerry repeated. For the briefest of moments, something akin to a frown brushed his lips. 


"What?" Greg asked, leaning back. 


"We'll do this more than just tonight? You want that?" 


Greg tilted his head. "Yeah. Yeah, of course | do. Don't you?" 


Jerry nodded. "Because because | think I'm ..l think |..." 


Greg quickly pressed his finger to Jerry's lips. "I know. | know." 


He wrapped his arms around the younger man and hauled him off the bed, holding him tightly. "Let me take 


away all of your grief and pain" 


With his arms wound around Jerry's neck, Greg squeezed his eyes closed. "You are. Oh, Jerry. You are." 


Jerry slowly released him. "If you lay back, I'll give you a show" When Greg moved back down on the bed 
and pulled some pillows over to stuff under his head so that he could watch, Jerry slowly pushed his jeans and 
shorts the rest of the way down and carefully pulled them off, one leg at a time. He stood over Greg and 


palmed his cock, giving it a few slow strokes. He noticed his hat sitting on the counter so he picked it up and 


put it on. "I know you want the cowboy." 


Greg picked up the box of condoms and held them out to Jerry. "I want you." 


"Gonna get me as soon as | can get one of these damn things on" He ripped one open and rolled it down his 
cock. He picked up the bottle of lube and pumped some more into his hand, covering his cock with it and then 
reaching down to rub the excess onto Greg. "Let me at that pussy, baby." 


With a little chuckle, Greg hiked up his knees and curled his finger in a ‘come hither’ gesture. 


Jerry positioned himself on his knees between Greg's legs and gently pressed the head of his cock against 
Greg's entrance. He slowly pushed in, groaning at the feeling of Greg opening for him. "Oh, my god, baby," he 
growled as he pressed on. To his word, he was slow and gentle, driving in an inch at a time, letting the younger 
man get used to his length. Jerry applied more lube to his shaft as, inch by inch, he worked his way in until 
Greg had taken him all. Every so slowly, he pulled out until just the head was inside of Greg and then plunged 
back in deep. Jerry lowered his head to rest against Greg's as he started to thrust slowly. "So fuckin’ good." 


Greg kept his stare fixed on Jerry, his fingers twined behind Jerry's neck. "Keep going. Please keep going,” he 
whined. 


lm not gonna ..it's too soon. Too much," Jerry groaned, 


‘Its okay, baby," Greg smiled. "We'll just have to practice a lot” When Jerry shifted to slide an arm under his 


shoulders, he clung to Jerry and whispered, "Kiss me." 


With his lips sealed to Greg's, Jerry moved faster. He snapped his hips forward, thrusting deeper into the 
younger man, until he lifted his head and cried out Greg's name, spilling his seed into the condom. His head 
dropped to rest on Greg's shoulder while he caught his breath. "I didn't didn't know how much | needed that. 
Thank you, baby." 


Greg laughed softly as he petted Jerry's hair. "I mean if you wanna thank me, you could make me come, too." 


Jerry lifted his head and stared at Greg in pretend shock. 


"What? | mean, it won't take much. Look at me, I'm making a mess." 


He slowly lifted up on his palms to look down between their bodies, where Greg's cock was dripping pre-cum all 
over his stomach and Jerry's. A slow grin spread his lips as he carefully pulled out and then slid down, taking 
Greg in his mouth. 


After he discarded the condom and brought back a warm washcloth to clean Greg up, Jerry climbed back into 
bed and arranged Greg so that he could spoon him, but Greg turned around in his arms to face Jerry. He 
snuggled down to rest his head on Jerry's chest. 


"Hold me this way?" 


‘Of course, my love." 


Greg lifted his head to look at Jerry for a long moment, smiling but saying nothing. He tucked his head back 
down against Jerry. He closed his eyes and hummed as Jerry danced his fingers up and down his spine. "It's 


never been like that with someone before." 


"Like what? Over so fast?" 


Greg lightly smacked Jerry's shoulder. "No, like „more ..deeper ..| don't know." 


‘Ah 


"It's a lot all at once." 


Jerry's hands stilled. "| -l'm sorry.” 


"No," Greg replied quickly. "No, not ..| don't mean it as a bad thing. Just „maybe overwhelming? But not bad at 


all." 


"| quess I'm overwhelmed, too, then" 
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"Its nice to know l'm not the only one." 


"I hope | can keep overwhelming you in all the right ways." 


| hope | can do the same for you." 


Jerry kissed Greg and then loosened his hold on him in order to scoot up, resting his back against the pillows 
and reaching for his pack of cigarettes. He lit one and then brought the ashtray that was on the shelf behind 
him closer. Greg stayed curled up at his side, his head now resting on Jerry's thigh. As he smoked, he stroked 
his fingertips over the shaved side of Greg's head. 


"Can | ask you about something?" Greg held up two fingers for the cigarette. 


"Maybe," Jerry replied, carefully putting the smoke between Greg's fingers. 


"Mel and Erin told me about the guitar you gave them for their wedding. Do you play?" 


"Uh no. Not really. | used to. A little" 


Is that why you gave it to them? Because you don't play anymore?" 


"More or less." Jerry closed his eyes and pushed his nose into Greg's hair. "No. No, that's not why | gave them 
the guitar." 


Greg took a drag on the cigarette and then held it up for Jerry to take. "Will you tell me?" 


He took the cigarette back and tapped the ash into the ashtray before he took a drag, taking his time before 
he responded. "I let them down. | felt guilty for missing the wedding. And | know they still had a great day with 
their families and friends. | still felt bad. | wanted to tell them that | that they're important to me. Just like 
that guitar." 


Greg tilted his head to give Jerry a soft smile. "They know." 


"Good" 


"Can | ask you something else?" 


"Mm. Anything, baby." 


"Why don't you play anymore?" 


"It doesn't make me happy anymore." 


"Oh. That's too bad. | would have liked to hear you someday. 


"Well, if it would make you happy, maybe one day | will." 


"Are you good?" 


Jerry chuckled. "Fucking terrible." 


"| find that hard to believe." 


Jerry took another drag and then stubbed the cigarette out. "Why is that?" 


"It was a pretty expensive guitar. Not just a hobby kind of thing.” 


"It was a gift from someone who was very, very tone-deaf." 
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"Oh. Was it theirs?" 


"No, baby. It was from Molly. Our first Christmas together. | think | mentioned | wanted to be a rockstar when 
| was a kid so she thought ..go ahead." 


"That's really sweet. She wanted you to have your dream." 


"She did," Jerry whispered. 


Greg changed the subject. "I love Christmas." 


Jerry could have kissed the boy again. He was beginning to love just how attuned Greg was to him. And just 
how much he never judged Jerry or pushed him to talk more about Molly. Or anything of his past. "Yeah? 
What do you love about it?" 


"Lights and decorations.. people being extra nice.. | don't know, | just love it" 


"lll remember that." 


"What do you usually do on Christmas? Do you spend it with your family?" 


"After, uh, Molly died, I'd spend it with Dave and his little monsters. After he .." Jerry shrugged one shoulder. 


"It was just another day. I'd work so someone with a family could be home." 


"Well that was thoughtful of you." 


"That's me. Thoughtful. Where'd you spend the holidays?" 


"With Dimitri. But before that, with my family." 


"Tell me about them." 


"Nothing much to tell. Just my parents back in Baltimore. My whole family is small. | have exactly two cousins." 


"Wow." 


"Yeah. | don't really talk to my parents anymore." 


"Why not?" 


"They didn't really want me to come out here, but they tried to be supportive. | was trying to do some acting. 
When | started seeing Dimitri, we fought about it. | basically told them to mind their own business and ignored 
them after that." 


"Ah. They didn't like him?" 


"They assume the worst. Thought I'd end up as a sex slave or something.’ 


Jerry couldn't stop the little snort that came out. 


"What?" 


"Just a ..stupid thought." 


"Tell me," Greg demanded. 


"It's not too late for you to be a sex slave. My sex slave." 


The corner of Greg's lip curled. "Yeah, well, why not? They probably won't approve of you, either.” 


"Hm. You said probably won't. That means you plan to tell them about me." 


"Maybe. Probably. At some point, | guess." 


"Maybe I'll take you to Oklahoma sometime." 


"I'd love that." 


"You just wanna meet more cowboys." 


"| don't know. I'm partial to the one I've got" 


"You got yerself a cowboy?" 


"| think so." 


"But you're not sure?" 


"Well, you know, not a hundred percent.” 


"Mm. | see. How do you think you'd know for sure?" 


"The best way to know would be if he told me." 


"Why don't you ask him?" 


‘| wouldn't want him to feel pressured or something." 


"Do you think he would ever tell you something he didn't mean? 


Greg moved to his knees beside Jerry. "No.but | kinda thought he'd just take the cue and tell me." He dropped 
his chin and looked at Jerry through his lashes. 


"What do you want to know again?" 


Greg rolled his eyes and gave Jerry's shoulder a shove. "Whether or not I've got myself a cowboy!" 


"Oh! Right, right" He took Greg by the wrist and pulled him onto his lap. "You know, | think you just might." He 
paused and thought for a moment. "No, no. | take that back. You do. You definitely do." 


Greg wrapped his arms around Jerry's neck. "Just what | wanted." 


"You wanted me?" Jerry slid his hands around Greg and rested them on his bottom. "You like me. Ha ha" 


"Yes, | did. And yes, | do." He gave Jerry a kiss. 


Jerry sunk down on the bed, lying flat and settling Greg on top of him. "I want you, too. Please say that you're 


mine.” 


‘lm yours, Detective. All yours" Greg kissed him, sucking his bottom lip between his teeth and giving it a soft 
nibble. 


Jerry purred and squeezed Greg's cheeks in both hands. "My very own sexy boy." 


"Your very own brat." 


He rolled his hips, letting Greg feel that he was stirring again. "Turns me on" 


"Me being a brat? How lucky am |?" 


Jerry bucked again. "My baby. My love" 


Greg held his gaze for a moment before taking his face in both hands and searing his lips to Jerry's, kissing 
him deeply. 


Jerry maintained the kiss as he rolled over, placing Greg on his back beneath him. "God, | fucking need to be 
inside you again" He fished around the bed for the condoms and then sat back on his heels, shooting Greg a 
tiny grin before he ripped one open. 


"God, you are fucking sexy." 


"You should see yourself from where l'm sitting." He rolled the condom on and picked up the bottle of lube. 


Greg held Jerry's stare as he pulled his knees up and held them, opening himself up. 


Jerry's hands shook at the sight and he fumbled with the bottle of lube. "Oh, my god. I'm gonna destroy that 


sweet pussy.” 


Greg reached down with both hands, one gently moving his balls up and the other fingering his hole. 


Jerry's mouth fell open as he watched, taking a second to remember he had the lube in his hands, and then 
leaned in and squirted a little on Greg's finger. "That's a good boy. Get that hole ready for me." 


Greg moaned as he slid his index finger inside of himself. "Want that big, gorgeous cock of yours." 


Jerry applied more lube to his cock. "You're gonna get it, baby. Good and hard." 


"| need it" 


Jerry took Greg's wrist and pulled his finger out, lining up his cock with his other hand while he pinned Greg's 
wrist above his head, meeting his gaze and quietly asking, "If | do it too hard, will you promise to tell me to 


stop?" 


Greg's eyes sparkled and he licked his lips. "| promise." 


| wonder if we can wake Mel and Erin," Jerry growled as he slid into Greg with one hard, deep thrust. 


Greg hissed, "Is that a challenge?" 


"Mmhmm." He slipped his fingers between Greg's and held his hand, holding his stare as he rutted into the 


younger man. 


Greg moaned loudly as he started to move with Jerry. 


"Fuck. Fuck, baby," Jerry rasped. 


Greg tightened his grasp on Jerry's hand. "God, yes, Jerry!" 


"Feel good, baby?" 


"So fucking good!" 


Jerry threw his head back and let out a wail as he moved faster, slamming his cock into Greg. 


Greg squeezed his eyes closed and let out his own howl. "Fuck, yes!" 


He buried his face in Greg's neck and bit down before he hissed, "I fuckin love you." 


Greg gasped and grabbed Jerry's ass with his free hand. "Oh my god, l'm gonna fuckin’ come!" 


Jerry lifted his head and roared when his ass was grabbed, sending his cock deeper. When Greg bucked up 
against Jerry and spilled his come all over them both, Jerry couldn't hold on. Didn't want to hold on. He cried 
out and pumped his second load of the night into the condom. In the quiet that followed, the only thing Jerry 
could hear were the words he etched onto Greg's neck. He looked down at Greg, breathing heavily, panic 
running through his eyes. "l, | Greg l." 


Greg shook his head. "Shhhh.. did you mean it?" 


Jerry nodded slowly and hoarsely whispered, " Yes." 


"| love you, too." 


Chapter Sixteen 


Jerry took a sharp breath as he was yanked from a sound sleep. He slowly became aware of his surroundings. 
Greg was snuggled down against his chest, fast asleep. Teddi stood over him on the pillow and meowed. "Shh, 
Teddi. Go back to sleep. Go on Get outta here." Jerry shooed the cat away. He was about to scold her again 
when he heard it. One of the boards on the deck outside squeaked. "Greg," he hissed and gently shook the 


younger man awake. 
"Huh?" Greg was groggy. 


With a sharpness of tone, Jerry whispered, "Go through the hatch. Now" He heard another creak. "And 
whatever you hear, do not come back. Now. Now!" Jerry pushed Greg out of his embrace and reached for his 


weapon. 


Greg watched with wide eyes before he slipped out of bed and grabbed a pair of shorts from the floor. He 
yanked the hatch cover up and dropped down to the ground beneath the trailer. He paused to look up at Jerry 


who nodded, and then scrambled away. 


Jerry closed the hatch with a foot and then pushed himself back into the corner of the bed, training his gun 
on the door. When it opened, Jerry held his breath, squinting in the dim light. He saw the long barrel of a 
silencer and waited another breath. A black boot stepped up into the doorway and the attached body moved 
forward. Jerry waited until the end of the silencer trained on him before he squeezed his trigger. He fired 
once, twice, three times. He heard the quick, low zip of a silencer and the bullet lodged into the ceiling of the 
trailer. Then the intruder fell back, onto the wooden deck with a sickening thud. Jerry jumped off the bed and 
quickly reached to turn on a light. He kept his gun aimed at the body while he stepped around it and kicked 
away the intruder's gun. He jumped when Teddi and Dealer ran out the door, disappearing into the dark. Jerry 
stood still and listened, turning and looking around. He reached inside the door and grabbed the small flashlight 
he kept on hand. Before stepping down off the deck, he checked the body for a pulse, confirming that he did kill 


the man. 


He turned the flashlight on and slowly stalked across the open yard to the treeline, carefully scanning for any 
movement. He didn't know where Greg had run to and he wasn't going to call for him yet. His bare feet were 
slippery in the dewy grass, but Jerry swept the woods before he returned to the trailer and dialed “Il on his 
cell phone. He identified himself to the dispatcher and explained what happened. While he waited, Jerry pulled on 
his jeans and boots. 


About twenty-five minutes later, two patrol cars and an unmarked sedan were crowded around the trailer. 


Four uniforms fanned out to search the property while Detective Sims stayed with Jerry. 


"Who is this guy?" Sims asked as he crouched down beside the body and started to rifle through the dead 
man's pockets, finding a wallet and a mobile phone. He opened the wallet and took out an ID. "Richard Franklin 
Mean anything to you?" 


"Nope." 


Sims held the phone over the dead man's face to unlock it. He scrolled through text messages. "One here's got 
Minakakis's address." 


Just then, Jerry heard Greg shout, "lm the witness! I'm not armed!" He took off in a run in the direction of 
the shouting. "Wait! Wait, he's the witness l'm protecting!" He ran up on Greg being blinded by two of the 
uniforms’ flashlights with their weapons drawn. He was backed up against the side of a shed, closing his eyes 
against the lights, with his hands held up. "Stop, stop. Lower your weapons, now!" 

The uniforms lowered their guns and flashlights and Greg ran to Jerry, throwing his arms around him. "| heard 
the gunshots! Are you okay? You weren't shot?!" He pushed out of Jerry's arms and started running his hands 
over his torso, presumably making sure Jerry wasn't shot. 


‘lm okay, baby. I'm good." 


One uniformed cop raised his eyebrow and gave the other cop a look. Sims and the other two cops joined them. 


Jerry kept his arm around Greg as they all returned to the trailer. 

Sims spoke up, "We gotta let whoever sent this guy believe he succeeded" 
| was thinking the same thing," Jerry replied. 

"But how did he know where we were?" 

"He followed me." 

"What? Nol That's -" 

Sims cut Greg off. "What do you mean, he followed you?" 

| went to Minakakis's house today to get some of Greg's clothes for him." 
Sims sighed and scrubbed a hand over his face. "Cantrell .." 

"No! No, there's no way, Jerry. You would have known," Greg argued. 
Jerry frowned. "I was distracted by .." 


Sims turned to one of the uniformed cops, "Take Puciato to the safe house and stay with him." He turned to 
Jerry, "I need your weapon. And | need you to walk me through this." 


"No! Jerry! I'm staying here, with Jerry. lm not leaving! Jerry! Tell him!" 

Jerry swallowed around the lump in his throat. He gently took Greg by his shoulders, leaning close to speak 
quietly to him, holding his gaze. "Go with them. You'll be safer with them. Stay at the safe house, okay? This is 
going to take a while to clean up." 

Greg bit down on his bottom lip as he stared into Jerry's eyes. After a moment, he relented. "Okay, but you're 
gonna come get me, right? When it's safe to come back, you'll come get me. ‘Cause you promised. You 
promised me, Jerry.” 

"I know | did, baby.” 

Sims raised an eyebrow as he was looking through Richard Franklin's phone again 

Jerry took Greg by the elbow and brought him into the trailer. He put his jeans and shirt in his hands. As 
Greg got dressed in silence, Jerry brought him the suitcase. "Be a good boy and take this and go with the 
officers." 

"You promised me," Greg repeated He sniffled and rubbed the back of his hand over his nose. 

Jerry didn't say another word as he took the suitcase and left the trailer. He put it into the trunk of one of 
the patrol cars and then opened the back door. He couldn't look at Greg, feeling the glare the younger man was 
giving him as he got in the car. He met Sims back by the trailer. 

| need you to tell me exactly what happened” 

" | was asleep in bed when my cat woke me up. | heard the boards on the deck creaking so | knew someone was 
outside. | instructed Greg to go down through the hatch in the floor of my trailer and get away. The guy then 


opened the door, | saw his gun, so | opened fire." 


"Uh-huh." He turned to one of the remaining officers. "Call the coroner. Lets get this guy bagged up." He 
returned his attention to Jerry. "Lets go inside." 


Jerry hesitated. "Inside?" 

"Yeah. Show me where you were." 

He lit a cigarette before he stepped up, into the trailer, groaning inwardly when he spotted the bottle of lube 
on the shelf and a condom wrapper in the sheets. When Sims followed, Jerry pointed. "I was in the corner 


there." He tried to quickly sit down on the bed and cover the wrapper with a hand. 


"Listen, | don't care if you're fucking the kid, Cantrell, but don't fuckin’ lie to me about it." 


"| didn't lie. You didn't ask." 
"And | ain't gonna, but so help me, if you blow this case by putting your dick where it don't belong ..” 
"| got it. | ain't gonna blow it" Jerry mumbled. 


After all the cops left, and the coroner carted the body away, Jerry felt numb. He climbed the hill to the 
girls' house and quietly knocked on the door. 


Erin opened the door and threw herself into Jerry, hugging him tightly around his neck. "Holy shit, we were so 
worried! Are you okay? Is Greg okay? Where is he? Get in here. Get in here." She pulled Jerry into the house. 


Mel brought him a cup of coffee. "What the hell happened down there?" 


He accepted the cup but merely held it, staring down into it. "Some guy followed me back here. He tried to kill 
us. | killed him." 


"Where's Greg?" 

"They took him uh, cops took him to the safe house" 

"Okay. Okay, that's good. Are you gonna go, too? We can take care of the rats again" 

He shook his head. "I .. better not. He's safer there without me" 

Mel and Erin looked at each other. Erin spoke up. "Okay. So you'll go tomorrow and make sure he's okay" 


"Nah. No," he mumbled. "It's better this way. By the book | never should have .." He pushed the cup back into 


Mel's hand without drinking a drop. "| should go. Just wanted to make sure you were okay." 


He tried to call the cats back to the trailer but they didn't come back from whatever they were getting into. 
The sun was started to peek through the trees but it was well before morning yet. Jerry sat in the chair by 
the fire pit and smoked cigarette after cigarette. When he finally ran out of cigarettes, he hauled himself to 
his feet and went inside. The entire trailer smelled like Greg to him. He sat down on the bed and pulled his 
boots off. Jerry started to slide back and lay down when he felt something soft and silky under his hand. He 
picked up the white satin nightie and held it to his nose. As he inhaled deeply, he hung his head and the dam 
finally broke. Jerry screamed into the bunched-up nightie. 


Chapter Seventeen 


Jerry sat in the second row of the gallery behind the prosecution He held his breath when the doors behind 
him opened. A bailiff led Greg down the aisle to the witness stand. Jerry tilted his head slightly as he took in 
the sight of the younger man in his designer suit. The jacket was stretched taut across Greg's shoulders and 
even though it partially covered his backside, Jerry could still tell the trousers fit Greg as well, or better 
than, the jacket. His eyes darted to the defense he heard the surprised gasps from Ben and his team of 
lawyers. But he only looked at them briefly, returning his gaze to Greg as he settled into the witness chair. 


Greg kept his gaze down, studying his hands as they clutched the edge of the witness box. He barely lifted his 
eyes as he mechanically took his oath to tell the whole truth, nothing but the truth, so help him God. 


"Come on, baby," Jerry whispered under his breath. "Look at me. I'm here." 


The defense attorney, a middle-aged woman in her own expensive-looking, power suit and severe bun, shuffled 


some papers. "Your honor, we object. This witness was not -" 
“Supposed to be alive?" Rojas offered with a grin 


“Counsel, approach," the judge demanded. He was an older man. He loomed large behind the bench. He wouldn't 


tolerate nonsense in his courtroom. 


While the lawyers were being scolded by the judge, Jerry stared at Greg, silently pleading with him to look up. 
And, as if he heard pleas, Greg lifted his eyes and scanned the gallery, finally picking Jerry out. Jerry noticed 


Greg's jaw tighten but there was otherwise no acknowledgement. 


The lawyers returned to their sides of the room. Rojas gave Greg a slight nod while the defense attorney 
gathered her notes and read them over for a moment before she approached Greg. 


"Mr. Puciato, can you please tell us how you know Mr. Weinman?" 


Greg slowly leaned forward, never taking his eyes off the woman, and spoke into the microphone. "Yes." 


Rojas nodded again Jerry grinned They were not going to make this woman's job easy. 


"Then please do." 


"Mr. Weinman and | used to date." 


"For how long?" 


"About two years.” 


| see. And why did you break up?" 


"| guess that depends on who you talk to." 


‘lm talking to you, Mr. Puciato." 


"Uh-huh." Greg glanced at Rojas, who gave another subtle nod "Well, | think we broke up because we just 


weren't things got stagnant between us." 


"So it wasn't because you cheated on your longterm partner with Dimitri Minakakis?" 


"Oh, | cheated on Ben, uh, Mr. Weinman. But that wasn't why we broke up." 


At the defense table, Ben snorted and shifted in his seat. 


"Why did you cheat on him? If things had gone stagnant, to use your words, why not just end the 


relationship?" 


Jerry bit his lip. 


“Because .." Greg looked down at his hands. "Because ..| should have. | just ..| wasn't sure what to make of 


Dimitri at first and if it didn't work .." 


"You mean if Mr. Minakakis wasn't going to pay you enough, you'd settle for Mr. Weinman" 


Rojas jumped to his feet. "Objection!" 


The judge stared at Rojas over his glasses for a moment before he murmured, "Sustained. Strike the last 


statement from the record." 


The attorney pursed her lips and raised her eyebrows as her glance swept across the jury box. Jerry 
recognized the move. She was reinforcing the last statement into the jury's memory. He hoped Rojas would 
make them forget. 


The defense questioned Greg about how he met Minakakis and the true nature of his relationship with him. 
They asked Greg to explain in detail what kinds of things he was asked to do and how much Minakakis paid him. 
It turned out that Greg had a substantial amount of money in the bank He was also asked to explain how 
much he knew about the kind of work Minakakis did. The illegal kind, Jerry thought. Extortion, money laundering, 
prostitution, arms dealing, hell, he even dabbled in human trafficking. All of which, it seemed, Greg knew quite a 
bit about. 


And with that, the defense seemed to accomplish their goal of discrediting Greg. Rojas did his best to return 
the focus on the murders, making it very clear that, regardless of the break-up, the alleged illegal activities, 


and the money that changed hands, Greg had witnessed Ben shoot and kill Minakakis and Jessica Sterling. 


When Greg was finally dismissed from the stand, he stormed out of the courtroom and Jerry quickly followed. 
Out in the hall, he called his. "Greg, wait!" He grabbed Greg's wrist. 


"Oh, what the fuck?" Greg growled as he swiped at his teary eyes with his free hand. "What do you want?" 


Jerry's heart cracked in two at the site of Greg's tears. "I -" 


"You abandoned me!" 


"No! | kept you safe. This was the only way. It was the only way, Greg." 


"You promised” His voice cracked and he wrenched his arm free. 


| know. They had to think - " 


"| don't care! You fuckin’ promised me!" 


Jerry took him by the shoulders and stooped slightly to meet Greg's stare. "We had to make them think they 


killed you. It was the only way to stop someone else from coming for you." 


"So that meant you could just break your promise? Why didn't you tell me that's what you were doing? Why 
didn't you come to the safe house? | was there for two fuckin’ weeks, Jerry, thinking you didn't care." He 
collapsed into Jerry's arms and sobbed against his chest. 


Jerry held him tightly. "OF course, | care," he whispered. Keeping one arm around the younger man, Jerry led 
him out of the building to his car. He put him in the passenger seat and then go in behind the wheel. "Where 


we going?" 


| don't care," Greg mumbled. "I fuckin’ blew it in there, didn't |?" 


"No, baby. It's fine. You did great." 


Greg barked a bitter laugh. "Yeah, right. They're gonna let him walk all because of me." 


"No, they're not" Jerry gritted his teeth. Without knowing where else to go, he brought Greg back to the 
trailer. He turned the car off and sat in silence for a few minutes. He watched Greg's face as the younger 
man looked around the farm. 


"Why'd you bring me back here?" 


"Didn't know where else to take you. This is home." 


Greg got out of the car and made his way to the porch. He took his jacket off and hung it over one of the 


chairs. "I don't know where to go from here. My life is „fuck | don't even have a life" 


Jerry stood at the bottom of the steps with his hands in the pockets of his jeans. "I still want a life with you." 


"How? Why?" Greg spun around and glared at Jerry. Those fire and ice eyes practically glowing. 


"Because | love you.” 


Bullshit! You don't abandon people you love." 


Jerry winced but he stepped up onto the porch. "I should have told you." 


"Yeah, no shit. Why didn't you?" 


| guess ..| guess | was scared. | know | was scared. Terrified. It was my fault someone found you. | thought 


maybe if you were far away from me, that was how I'd keep you safe. | couldn't ..Greg, if you ..if you got 
hurt .." Jerry's throat closed around the words, strangling them. And him. He pulled out the chair with Greg's 


jacket on it and sat down 
"If you lost another person you cared about?" Greg sat down across the table from him. 
‘Lost so many already" 
"Molly and Dave, | know! 
"And my team" 


"What team?" 


Jerry took his hat off and scratched his head before he scrubbed a hand over his face and sighed. "You asked 
me in the cabin what | did in the Marines. | didn't want to talk about it." 


"Yeah, no kidding." 
"| was RECON." 


"What the fuck is that?" 


"Special Ops. We were looking for a target in Charikar, north of Kabul." He frowned, looking down at his hands 
while they took a cigarette out of a pack. "It went south. We were captured. Five of us. | was ..| was ..it was 
my op. | should have .." He lit the cigarette and took a long drag, hoping it would calm his racing heart. "It was 
my op," he said again. "They should have killed me first.” 


"Jesus Christ, Jerry." Greg stood and rounded the table, throwing his arms around Jerry's neck. He stroked his 
long hair. "What happened?" 


"Uh, they, uh they killed them. My team. | was last. It was to make me .." 


"Suffer more." 


Jerry nodded. 


Greg bent to kiss the top of Jerry's head. "How did you get away?" 


"They traded for me." 


"Jesus, Jerry. | had no idea. I'm so sorry." 


Jerry moved slowly, wrapping an arm around Greg's waist. "| never planned on telling you that.” 


"Then why did you?" 


"I thought | wanted to keep it buried. | got people, my guys, my friends, killed And | .." He took another drag on 


the cigarette. "You think l'm this amazing cop. Like I'm your fuckin’ hero or something.’ 


| don't think you're like my knight in shining armor or some shit. You're you. You're a lousy Scrabble player 
and you snore when you sleep and you tell crappy jokes and you get scared of getting too close to me. You're 
aman, just the same as | am, Jerry. Capable of making mistakes, but it wasn't your fault that guy found us." 


"Yes, it was, Greg. It was. | got sloppy because | fell in love with you. That's the truth." 


"Okay, fine. But look, I'm still here. I'm fine. And | fell in love with you, too." 


Jerry tried to smile. He felt his lips quirk upwards at the corners but he knew it didn't reach his eyes. 


"Whatever happens next, man, just promise you won't leave me again." 


He shook his head. "I'm not gonna make that promise. | don't wanna break any more promises with you. But | 


will try to always be honest with you. Good or bad. How's that?" 


"lll take it. For now." 


Jerry brought his other arm around Greg and clasped his hands. He pressed his cheek to Greg's stomach and 
just held him like that for a long time. "Do you wanna get out of this suit and take a shower or something? | 


can make us dinner." 


"Do | have any clothes here yet?" 


"Yeah, you left a few things." 


"Good. Okay" 


Jerry was flipping a couple of hamburgers on the grill when he heard the outside shower turn off and 
watched Greg step into view on the porch with a towel around his waist. He flashed Jerry a little grin before 
he stepped up into the trailer. A minute later, he heard Greg call his name. Jerry plated the burgers and set 
them on the table before he looked up to find Greg standing in the doorway, wearing the white satin nightie. All 
of the air was knocked out of him and his knees buckled. 


"Come here, Detective." 


He stood on the porch in front of Greg in the doorway and slid his hands up the younger man's hips. He tilted 
his head back as Greg leaned down to kiss him. 


"Come in here," Greg purred against his lips. 


Jerry pulled himself into the trailer and swung the door closed behind him. He backed Greg up to the bed and 


lay him down. "| missed you so much," he whispered in his ear. 


"What if | promise never to leave you this time?" 


"Perfect." 


While Greg lay bundled up in blankets, Jerry remembered the burgers he left outside, only to discover Teddi 


and Dealer helped themselves. He returned to bed with a box of Cheerios. 


"Thanks for this delicious dinner," Greg teased as he shoved his hand into the box and came up with a fistful 


of dry cereal. 


"My pleasure, baby. Always taking care of you. Thanks for the mind-blowing fuck." 


"Always taking care of you." After a pause, Greg added. "You know, | can. It doesn't always have to be you 


taking care of me." 


Jerry took the Cheerio between his lips that Greg held out. "Tell me how you'll take care of me." 


"| don't know. Like, | can cook and clean and stuff. | want to do whatever | can to make you happy.” 


"You already make me happy. That thing you do with your tongue - 


Greg smacked his chest. "I'm serious!" 


Jerry chuckled as he rubbed the spot Greg smacked him. "What kinds of things you wanna cook?" 


With a little shrug, Greg replied, "I don't know. I'll learn to cook anything. Everything. Whatever you want." 


"But | want to hear what you like." 


He thought for a moment and then said, "Maybe like soups and stuff like that. You know, the kind of stuff you 


cook real slow and make it so the whole house smells good" 


"| like that" Jerry was about to toss a few more Cheerios in his mouth when his phone started to ring. He 
leaned over to find his jeans on the floor and fished his phone out of the pocket. He tapped the screen to 
answer the call and held the phone to his ear, glancing at Greg. "This is Cantrell." Jerry listened for a minute. 
"Yep. I'll tell him." He ended the call and put the phone down. 


"What? Tell me what?" 


"It didn't take the jury very long.” 


"And?" Greg bit down on his lip. 


Jerry reached out and rubbed his thumb across Greg's lip. "Guilty. Both counts." 


Chapter Eighteen 


Jerry parked the car next to the trailer and picked up the plastic bag in the passenger seat. He got out and 
immediately greeted the cats when they came. "Hey, rats. Where's Greg?" He started toward the trailer and 
called, "Hey, baby? You here?" 


"Inside," Greg called back. 


In the two weeks since the trial, life around the farm had returned to peaceful, quiet bliss. Jerry went back to 
work with a stern warning from Greg: "Behave yourself because you're not getting any more babysitting 


assignments." 


Greg spent his days with Mel and Erin. Sometimes, he assisted with events they had booked through Airbnb, 
like influencer photoshoots or, last weekend, a wedding. Other times, the girls put him to work tending the 
animals or fixing up the garden. Greg hadn't left the farm by himself yet, but Jerry knew eventually he was 
going to have to let the boy have some sense of independence back. 


Jerry stepped into the trailer and set his plastic bag on the counter. He smiled and kissed Greg's cheek and 


then took a look at him. "You took a shower without me?" 


Greg rolled his eyes. "You and | both know we can't fit in either the tiny shower in here or the one outside. 
Deal with it” He dropped the towel around his waist, and before Jerry had a chance to grab him, he pulled on 
a pair of boxer briefs. "I was just about to start dinner. Mel gave me a jar of her homemade sauce. | figured 
it can't be too hard to boil spaghetti and heat up the sauce." 


"Sounds perfect. | brought dessert. And | don't mean me. Okay, | kinda mean me." 


"Now, that sounds perfect." Greg grinned as he turned and bent, opening a cabinet under the stovetop, and 
looking for a pot for the spaghetti. 


Jerry watched Greg take a pot out and fill it with water. Even though it had been two weeks, he was stil 
pinching himself that this perfect creature had decided to be his. 


"You're watching me." 


"You're half-naked. Sue me." He finally tore his gaze off of Greg, turning to take his hat and jacket off. He 
unbuckled his holster and put it away. Then Jerry put the bag into the fridge. 


"What is it?" 


‘Its a surprise. In fact, | have two surprises. Well, one surprise and one question” 


As Greg poured the sauce into another pan and set it on the stovetop, he gave Jerry a wary look. "A 
question?" 


"Do you want to talk now or over dinner?" 


"You're making me very nervous but if you want to wait until we sit down, | guess that's okay." 


Jerry pulled Greg into a fierce hug, burying his face in the younger man's neck and inhaling deeply. "Don't be 
nervous," he whispered, his voice breaking slightly. 


"Are you okay?" Greg hugged him back, holding his hands out slightly as he clutched a spoon in one and the 
box of pasta in the other. 


Jerry pulled back and laughed softly, rubbing his wet eyes. "I'm okay. I'm sorry. | don't know where that came 


from." 


Greg studied his face for a moment. "If you're sure, I'm going to finish this up so | can find out what the hell 


is going on" 


While the pasta boiled, Greg pulled on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt. Jerry set the table and sat down, keeping 
out of Greg's way. When he finally plated the spaghetti, he sat down across from Jerry, giving him an 


expectant look. 


"You really like it out here, don't you?" Jerry picked up his fork. 


"| really do. | like how quiet it is, and helping the girls. They have a stupid, new nickname for me. Turns out | 
have this knack for fixing stuff. And uh, | was saving some of the old fencing and stuff, thought | could like 
make something with it? Sculpture or something?" Greg shrugged. 


"What's the nickname?" 


"What? Oh, um, it's fuckin’ Tinkerbell. You know, ‘cause | tinker with fixing stuff" 


Jerry laughed. "Tinkerbell, huh? | like it" He twirled his fork in the spaghetti and stuffed a huge forkful into his 


mouth. 


Greg blushed and smiled at Jerry before he started to eat his pasta. 


Closing his eyes, Jerry moaned as he chewed. After he swallowed his pasta, he said, "Damn. That sauce is 
amazing. Kinda, kinda makes this a little harder." 


"Makes what harder?" Greg asked as he picked up a napkin and wiped his mouth. 


"Okay," Jerry began as he set his fork down. "Here goes. | got a weird phone call today. Totally out of the blue. 
This woman called and said she was just elected as mayor of a small town in Washington. They need a new 


sheriff. She asked me if | wanted to be their sheriff." 


Greg stared with his mouth hanging open, a forkful of pasta hanging in the air. "How ..but „why you? | mean 
how did she even know who you are?" 


"She said that she knew Dave when they were younger. She even came down here for his funeral and recalled 
meeting me. |, uh, | don't remember meeting her." 


Greg sat back in his chair, putting his fork down. "Wow. So what would it be like? Where in Washington is it?" 


"She said it's a sleepy tourist town in the San Juan Islands. I'd spend a lot of time sitting on my ass." 


"Well, what do you think? Is it „are you thinking about applying?" 


"She said it's mine if | want it. | have to give her an answer in three days. Uh, the salary is basically what | 
make here and I'd have a new SUV and she would help me find a house if | decide to take the job." 


"Why do you need three days to decide? This sounds pretty amazing, Jer." 


Jerry didn't respond. He merely tilted his head and stared at Greg. 


"What? Because of me?" 


"| looked it up. The town of Maple Inlet has a population of eight thousand people in the winter and swells to 
double that in the summer. Are you sure you want that? The winters there will be long and harsh. It's a far 


cry from Los Angeles, baby." 


Greg shrugged. "I'll be with you. What's so bad about a long winter if I've got you to keep me warm ..and 
entertained? What do you want to do?" 


Jerry was quiet as he watched his fork idly twirl more spaghetti. "I want to live a life with you where l'm not 
always worried about you when I'm not there. | want to make the most of our time together. | don't know if | 


can do that here. But ..." 


Greg gently pressed. "But?" 


"This is where Molly is. I'll have to say goodbye." When Greg remained quiet, Jerry continued, almost like he 
was trying to convince himself. "I should say goodbye. | agreed to have a life with you now and it's not fair to 
hold onto her. This would be a good move for you. It would keep you safe. | can't let my dead girlfriend get in 
the way of that." 


With a deep scowl, Greg crossed his arms on the table, leaning in. "You don't have to say goodbye to her. | 
mean, you won't be able to go see her, but she's part of who you are, so she's always with you." 


Using his napkin to dab at his wet eyes, Jerry took a moment to get ahold of himself. After a deep breath, he 
lifted his gaze across the table to find Greg giving him a soft smile. "Will you go with me?" 


"To Maple Inlet? Absolutely.’ 


"Sheriff" Jerry grinned as he ate another forkful of pasta 


"Oh, god," Greg chuckled. "Don't let it go to your head, old man." 


After dessert, Jerry lit a fire in the pit and pulled Greg into his lap, wrapping a blanket around him. “If l'm a 
sheriff, | should grow one of those big, bushy mustaches." He nuzzled Greg's neck. 


"Please don't." 


"Come on. It'll feel good on your ass.” 


"Would this be instead of, or in addition to, your beard?" 


"Oh, in addition to, obviously." 


"IIl consider it" He giggled and squirmed when Jerry tickled him. 


Jerry slid his hands under Greg's t-shirt while he kissed his neck. His hands ran up and down Greg's back, 
feeling how smooth his skin was. He purred in his ear, "So sexy," while one hand slipped into the back of his 


sweatpants. 


"Why did you even bother starting a fire out here if you were just going to attack me?" 


"Attack you?" Jerry gasped in mock offense. He shoved his hand deeper down Greg's pants and grabbed a nice 
handful of his ass cheek. "Attack you?!" 


"Heyl" Greg shoved the blanket to the ground and moved to straddle Jerry in the chair. "Watch it, Sheriff" He 
grinned as he leaned in and sealed his lips to Jerry's, snaking his hand around to the back of his head and 
taking a handful of his long, blond hair. 


Jerry pushed his other hand into Greg's pants and eased them down, exposing his backside to the warm fire. 
He felt Greg lift up and hiss into their kiss. Jerry used the opportunity to lower Greg's pants in the front as 
well, delighted to find the younger man already getting hard. "That's my baby." He spit into his hand and closed 


his fist around Greg's cock. 


"Old man, if you don't take me inside and fuck me .." 


"What?" Jerry squeezed his cock while the fingers of his other hand crept along Greg's crack 


"Fuck," Greg gritted as he grabbed onto the back of the chair and rolled his hips, pushing his cock into Jerry's 
fist. He used the chair for leverage as he rocked back and forth. "My fuckin’ ass is hot!" 


"You better come soon, then" Jerry teased as he pressed his middle finger against Greg's opening. 


"Gonna come all over you, then we're gonna go inside and you're gonna fuck me into the mattress." He bit down 
on his bottom lip and growled as he pumped his cock into Jerry's fist. Greg started to breathe heavily, the 
warmth from the fire dotting his skin with sweat. "Fuck, yes!" He threw his head back and let out a scream 


while he spilled into Jerry's hand. 


Jerry moaned as he licked his fingers clean, wrapping his arm around Greg's back to hold him against his 


shoulder as he caught his breath. 


In a minute, l'm gonna go inside. You need to put this fire out and meet me on the bed. Naked" 


"You're awfully demanding.” 


"Just fuckin’ do it. Sheriff" Greg slipped from his lap, not bothering to pull his pants up as he went into the 


trailer. 


After he extinguished the fire, Jerry picked up the blanket and called the cats in for the night. He noticed Greg 
was back in the bathroom so he fed the cats and then stripped off his clothes. He found the condoms and lube 
on the shelf and waited. 


Greg came out of the bathroom naked and pounced on Jerry, forcing him onto his back and straddling his hips. 


"Gimme that rubber." 


Jerry moved his hand out of Greg's reach. "Get off me. Put your head down and your ass up." He was a little 
surprised that Greg obeyed him so quickly. He thought Greg was in one of his bossy, bratty moods. But when 
Greg moved to lower his shoulders to the mattress while his knees were spread wide and his ass was in the 
air, Jerry quickly rolled the condom down his cock and squirted some lube into his hand. "You're ready for 


me?" 


"Damn right, | am." 


One of Jerry's lubed fingers slipped into Greg. He took his time, much to Greg's dismay. Every time Greg tried 
to push back, Jerry pressed a hand into the small of the younger man's back. After he pushed the first finger 
in up this knuckle, Jerry added a second finger. 


"lm fuckin’ ready. Come on, give it to me!" 


"Keep it up, brat. You'll get nothing." 


"Yeah, right. You couldn't resist me now if you tried" 


Jerry smirked as he slowly pulled his fingers out. "ls that right?" 


Their eyes met, staring each other down for a long moment. "Okay, fine!" Greg relented. "Just „hurry. Please. | 


need it." 


Jerry smiled as he moved to his knees between Greg's legs. "You poor, poor thing," he teased as he pressed 


the head of his cock to Greg's hole. He held it in one hand as he gripped Greg's cheek in his other hand, 


spreading them slightly. Jerry let out a deep sigh as the head of his cock pushed in. He pressed in deeper while 
Greg moaned and shifted underneath him. "Good, baby?" 


"So good," Greg groaned. "More." 


Jerry moved his hand to press down between Greg's shoulder blades, keeping him pinned to the bed, while he 
started to thrust. He adjusted his angle, shifting to bring one foot up, planting it on the bed on the outside of 
Greg's knee. Jerry's rhythm picked up, grunting each time he sent his cock deep inside Greg, who could do 
nothing but take two fistfuls of the sheets and writhe beneath him. 


With his teeth gritted, the younger man rasped, "Yes. Fuck, yes. Harder. Fuck me harder!" 


Jerry leaned over and hissed in his ear, "Harder, Sheriff. Say it." 


"Yes! Harder, Sheriff!" 


He pulled back and reached under Greg to pump his cock. "Gonna make you come again." 


Greg picked his head up and roared, "Yes! Oh, my fuckin’ god. Yes! More!" 


Every time Greg screamed out, it made Jerry's balls tighten He was getting close so he pulled out and took 
the condom off. He rubbed the head of his dick up and down Greg's ass crack until he peaked, shooting his load 
against his hole. After he took a moment to catch his breath, he flipped Greg over onto his back and took his 
cock in his mouth, sucking hard while he gathered his come onto his fingertips and reached up to Greg's mouth 


with them. 


The younger man immediately took Jerry's fingers and sucked them clean, nearly biting down on them when his 
second orgasm shook him to his core and he pumped a load into Jerry's waiting mouth. "You are fuckin’ filthy," 
he panted. 


"You love it, Tinkerbell," Jerry replied before he licked a stripe across Greg's stomach. 


"| really love it" 
Yy 


